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yieHMAiV's 


fl  praetieal  and  reliable  Guide  to  every-day  Cookery, 
by  an  Experieneed  Housekeeper. 

Thts  work  on  Cookery  has  several  noteworthy  fcataren  entirely  distinct  fn>in 
any  herrtofort*  published.     It  is  nnuiiKed  Hotliattlie  IIousoMfe  can  Icll  at  a 

glance  the  lime  ne<-e8sary  to  Cook  any  DIah  Of  Article  of  Diet.    Ic 

also  Rives  some  prruticiil  hiiiia  ami 
surfirestions  fi>f  Sfleciiiiu-  tin*  %uriuns 
meats,  veKelal)!*--.,  flc,  an  well  a*  ili- 

iKtions  t,.r  Preserving,  Stor- 
InK  and  Keeping  them.  Spe- 
cittlatteiiii  ,11  isiiaM  tucC'iioniy,  an<l 
an  eti-iit  is  iiinde  to  remove  tlie  re- 
proach wliioh  justly  clii.gs  to  Ainei  I- 
can  Cookirv,  of  belnif  extiavoBaiit 
and  waftt-fiil  wiihrui  iH-injt  polotable 
ami  healtliltil.  Full  InHiiuctL.ns  aie 
Kiventopiepareall  Itinda  of  Ples, 

Puddings,   Cakes,  Jellies, 

etc.,  as  wcil  as  im  pniint;  ami  cook- 

^.tr  ail  kii,d'<  of  Meats,  Soups, 
Cravles,  Fish,  Vegetables, 
etc..  In  an  Economical  and 
Appetizing  Manner.  It  ai.o 
coi.tuins  CDiibiilciuble  iiiiscellnneous 
information  icitainiriff  to  tlie  lioiiwe- 

iioid.8uchaijRemovlng  Kitchen 
Odors,  Crease  Spots,  Iron 
Stains,  Ink  Spots  In  Books; 
Cleaning.  Scouring,  Re- 
ceipts for  washing,  etc.,  and 
a  varirty  of  otlieigeqiia  i>  u-f  ful  and 
the    ILitisekeeper 


3Qil5?  PARKROW  NtW»C«H  ' 
i;S  WMAOlSONST  CHICAGO    . 


iieoesgaiy  lo  me  ii.itisekeeper  or 
C.jolc.  These  features  make  tlil* 
work  the  best,  niwt  practical,  and 
Popular  Cook  IJonk  ever  l-sued.  This 
boi'k,  paper  cover,  will  be  sent  to  any 
address,  by  mail,  i>oxt-|>aid,  on  receipt 
of  25c.;  or  board  cover  at  BOo. 
Clean  and  unused  United  States  one  or  two-c-ent  post  aire  statnps  taken  In  pay- 
ment for  ail  our  (roods  same  as  cash.  CntaloKue  of  allourKooils  mailed  free  on 
application.  Addruaa  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  ur  Chicajfo  house, 
wtucbever  la  oearciit  to  you. 


<^  HENRY  J.  WEHMIN,  <^ 


130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 
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PRICE    25    CENTS. 

Thert< !«  no  arreater  or  more  profound  reality  than  love.  There  la  no  nobler  possession 
than  the  love  of  another.  There  is  no  hi;;lier  Rift  fiom  one  human  beiiitr  to  another 
than  love.  Tlie  irift  and  the  possession  are  true  snnotitlei-s  of  life,  and  should  be  woin  as 
pr»'oiou3  jevv.-U,  without  affectation  and  without  ba.slifiiliu'ss.  Kor  this  ie:uii>n  there  Is 
uotUint;  to  be  lushanied  of  iu  a  love  ktlcr,  provided  it  l)e  .•liricei'o.    A  celebrated  writer 

once  said  tliat  "  to  write  aeood  love  letter,  you  mu.si  t>e- 
(tin  witliout  knowing?  what  yju  are  goinfc  to  sav,  and 

e-;  >  '. '  I  ^^^H^u  i ',  1  .  fliiLsli  without  kiio\Miit;  what  you  have  .Miid."  Tlie  ro- 
'  '*(•  >  ^^V'BV  ll  1  ni»rk  is  to  si'ine  extent  concct,  lis  the  true  secret  of  all 
1.-:  I  .^W'-rrlFi  B  !  fiicces.sful  letter-"  litinR  lies  in  the  power  of  convejinif 
the  tliouvrhts,  fcelinirs,  and  desires  of  tlio  wi  iter  to  his  or 
her  corivi-iM.n dent.  Such  a  letter  would  undoubteilly  ro- 
nect  the  state  of  the  writei's  heart,  agitated  and  dis- 
ordered by  tlio  tumultuous  throbs  of  pa.<.-<lon:  but.  as  tlio 
zeal  of  young  persons  Bcnerally,  in  mutters  alTectinif  the 
he.irt,  I.S  very  opt  to  outrun  dis<'reli(>n,  evpression  would 
>  nconsciously  be  pfiveii  to  absurd  ami  fonllsh  protesta- 
{ ti'<ns, or  to  cxtravuiraiit  aud  ruiimntic  adulation  of  the 
oliiict  of  nttachnitttit. 

To  obviate  thi.s  tendency-,  lovo  and  courtship  letters 
should  bo  an  index  of  the  WI  iter's  K<Mid  seium  and  judfr- 
nieiit  OS  well  as  the  state  of  tho  alTeelions,  and  therefore 
ri'Kard  should  be  had  in  the  comiKwition  of  them,  as  well 
•8  In  allollit'i  iitui>,  to  propriety  of  diction,  ciriH-tiiess  of  ta.-to  ond  puiity  of  style, 
avoiding;  the  boml>a.-.t  and  affcct.it  ion  aud  morbid  senlimentalisin  which  too  fiJimently 
charaet-rizes  epistles  en  these  Bubje<ts.  And  thoutrh  in  |>crsons  of  rellneinent  and  edu- 
cation an  lionoial.le  attachment  will  sufTiicto  prompt  its  candid  expnsjaon, there  are 
many  ijersons  iiot  iH)K«»'s.sed  of  these  advaiitaKes.  to  whom  coriesi>ondcnce  l.s  always  ol/- 
tendMwith  considtrable  diffl.ulty.  To  all  such  the  8«Mies  of  U-lters  containejl  in  this 
book,  in  which  delicacy  of  feelini?  and  the  warmth  of  expr.ssionsuil  e<l  to  the  subject  have 
been  carefully  blendetl,  will  be  found  an  imiMirtniit  aid  in  aciiiirinif  facility  and  accu- 
racy in  the  art  of  Letter-Writinir.  It  also  contains  the  Art  of  Secret  vVntinR,  the  Ij»i»- 
ruaifeof  Love  Poetically  I'oitiaved,  aud  SlmiWifled  Kules of  (iranimar.  I'rice  28  CtS. 
per  copy.  SPKclAl^Five  co|iies  for  81.  Oct  four  of  your  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at 
H  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free  ot  cbaxKe. 


Addreas  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whicherer  la  nearect  to  7011. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMIN,  ^^ 

iZO  A  132  Park  Row.  1S6  W.  Madison  Street, 

NEW   YORK.  CHICAGO. 


AB  the  ninre.  of  the  German  and  I>«T1  New  imd  FariiloMble  W^  ^'^X 
J^iLrDanclrknown  in  Europe  or  America.  The  A"t»ior^as  made  thU  Book  loWmme 
[aUKon  that  any  child  can,  br  readintf  it.  become  an  expert  J".^'^'"?,!",'?^  *! 
'~^''     ~      -        'no  other  Book  on  iJanclnK  wUl  compare  with  this,  jjaitha  I^tjjti^ 

Fashionable  Dances  are  niinotely  deson^  Vnhl^JrVJ^ 
Figures  from  Ufe.  Eiplainintr  I'otuUons  in  Round  P">cei.  «0j. 
ami  this  Original  Method  enables  persons  to  learn  the^alU  Djr 


J4  ef  a  Tencher. 


practicinK  iti 
acquiiinif  it. 


,  uude 


.  very  few  Unies,  and  you  will  have  no  difficulty  U 
aCQUirinKit.  UiuU  for  the  OrganiiaUon  and  ManaaemMil  of 
Bahs,  rartles,  4c.  Advice  in  regard  to  the  Selection  ofMiiMo  for 
BallsPrivalel'nrtles.Ac.  On  CalUna,  National  Guard  Quadrill*, 
the  I'Uun  yuadrillcthe  Lancers,  the  Saratoga  Laiicers  tha  Oala- 
doiuans,  tSe  Sun>rise  (Quadrille,  the  Prince  Imperia^  ^^^'l 
the  Waits  Quadrille  Ko.  1  and  2,  the  OUde  Lan""-^"  <*¥? 
CaledniiiansTthe  Parisian  Varieties, the  Lon'l"".'^'*'***^**'**^^ 
Quadrille  Figures-Tlia  Basket  tlgure.  the  Star  Fljnu*.  the 
Jinrch  Hgure.the  Jig  Figure,  the  Mmuet  ^^^e.  Qie  OjU 
Fikrure,  tho  .Nine-lln  Figure.  Contr* ^ce»-The  Virginia  RjjL 
Pop  at*s  the  Weasel.  Spanish  Dance,  the  Sicilian  Cl^'% ,0»»S* 
March,  QuadrUle  or  Suuare  Dances,  ExpWtlon  of  Qu^ArtUa 
Steps  and  MovementsjOlustrations  of  Ft;e  Po""<>°»  |Sii!fg£}{; 
■  PolhU  on  Kound  Dances,  the  Polka  the  WalU.  t^o<»«™  "*2 
tn.  Polka„Ma«,urka,  the  iLiickerbocW    the    S^TJ^J    «ha  Vj^ 


^„   .,_^,^,„_  ,„„ , iickerbocker,  tne    newpor*.  uie    »■»- 

oiiaiierDanlshTlance.  the  Racquet^theJ^^•ave,  t^he  Bohemian,  or^Heel  and  Toj^Pelka. 


>^dii5'p7th»nrc"hottl8ihe,the  Deux  'rem pe.  the  8/';J"«';"«r- JI^' O*"™^-*  "«^ 
'artog  thi  Names  and  Fulf  Deacription  of  each,  and  How  to  Dance  them  CprrecUJ.  »!• 
^CaofgrMaTalua.    "" '- 


t^ill  ueacnpiion  01  eaci,  auu  ijo..  v.,  iy»u.jj.......  --;■---' 

Will  be  aent  to  any  addi^ss,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  priok 


Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  lioiiae,  whichever  la 


130  A   132  Park  Row. 
NEW   YORK. 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 

125  W.  Madisopk^ 
CHICA 


RIDDLES  aCONUNDRUNS 


25    CENTS. 


This  book  conUlns  the  "g|f«ng««  from  Ite 
•Wrhole  field  "  of  Kiddl.  s  and  (Conundrums,  mtSi 
with  a  lot  of  recent,  first  class  productlona  H 
It  can  be  foun.i  curious,  puzzling  and  pleatfac 
Kiddles  and  L'onundr'iins— to  suit  every  phaaaol 


feeling,  sentiment  or  humor.    A  capital  book  tbe 
end  men  In  minstrel  enterlalnmenls,  as  it  contain* 

auestloiis  and  answers  that  will  Invariably  "  Uriag 
ownahouse."  With  the  aid  of  this  book,  youMa 
"hold  your  own  "  with  tl>o«e  who  are  continually 
"springing  old  chestnuts"  on  to  you-yes,  ma- 
terial with  which  to  "  cr'tsh  "  or  silence  would-b« 
punsters.  It  contains  Riddles  and  Cunundriuna 
that  will  ieep  the  whole  continent  guessing  «»^ 
then  they'll  have  to  give  'em  up  half  the  time.  la 
fact,  It  contains  the  best  and  lartfest  collection  ot 
Riddles  and  Conundrums  ever  sold  at  B<i  low  a 
r^e.  Priee  TWEHTY-FIVE  QENTS  per 
cepy,  by  mall,  ijoet-paid.    hi-BciAiy—  Kive  copies  for 


•1 


four  of  )our  fri.iids  to  dull  In  witli  you 


at  ti  cents  each,  making;  SI  'u  all,  and  theieby  get 
Tour  own  book  free  of  chart?e.  Clean  and  unoaed 
V.  8.  postage  stanipe,  of  any  denoiiiinallon,  taken 
aameascasli.  In  sending  silver,  be  sure  to  wrap 
a  small  piece  of  newspaper  around  It,  to  proventU 
from  tearing  through  the  envel<ipe.  Send  graaik' 
backs  for  lar^e  amounts  If  not  inconvenient  to 
you.  Any  five  Twenty-five  Cent  Booke 
on  this  page /*r  91. 


AddreiM  all  urdem  to  eltlier  our  New  York  or  ChicsKo  house,  whichever  is  neareatto  foa. 

>»  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  - 


130  &  132  Park  Row. 
NEW    YORK. 


126  W.  Madison  Street. 
CHICAGO. 


r>-^>'T>^  WEHMAN'S  SELECTION  OFV^cc^r^ 

POPULAR  DIALOGOES 


PRICE     25    CENTS. 


Tills  book,  the  fli-stofthe  series,  contains  a  large  number  of  the 
finest  dialoarues  in  our  langiiuge.  Adapte<l  for  Parlor  Entertala- 
mcnts,  S<M-ial  Oatherings,  .Sc1i<h>I  Exhibitions,  etc.  Many  of  the 
dlalok;iiPS  in  this  Ixwik  aie  new  and  oriiiiiial  and  cannot  l>e  found  in 
any  otiier  IxmjI.'.  Oreat  caiv  has  he«-n  taken  in  the  pn-puration  of 
this  book— our  chief  mm  iH-iiu?  to  inset  t  the  "siftinits'^  from  the 
**  \^  hole  field  "  of  p.. pillar  Dljiloi;iie'<  suitable  for  public  and  private 
recital.  Pi  Ice  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  P«  r  copy,  by  mail, 
poet-paid.  Si'KciAi,— <iei  four  of  youi  friends  to  club  in  with  you  at 
Ssceiitneacli.  making  SI  In  all,  and  thereby  get  your  own  book  free 
of  (  hatve.  Clean  and  unused  U.  8.  postage  stamps,  of  any  denomi- 
nation, taken  same  as  ca-nh.  In  sending  silver,  be  »ure  to  wru)  a 
small  piece  of  iiewspai>er  around  It,  to  prevent  it  fi-um  tearing 
througii  tliei'iivelope.  S.  nd  trreenbacks  for  lanre  amounts  If  not 
Inconvenient  to  you.  Any  five  Twenty-flve  Cent  Booke 
«on  this  page  for  •  I . 

— —     :  '      I 

AddreM  all  orders  to  either  oar  New  Tork  or  Chicago  house,  whicherer  I*  neareat  to  yoo. 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN, 

130  A  138  Park  Row.  186  W.  MadiMn  Street, 

KEW  YORK.  CHICAGO. 


iL'JjBjL'iiii 


there's  No  Place  Like  the  Old  Home  After  All 


Copyright,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Heni-y  J.  Wehinan.     Word*  and  MugJc  by  Walter  r.  Keen. 


The  Words  nnd  Maiic  of  this  Song,  arrancred  fot  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  nddross,  post-pnul,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soncs  for  One  Dollar 

by  Henry  J.  Welinian,  ISO  &  132  Paik  Row,  New  Yorlt:  or  125  \V.  Miidleon  Street,  Ciiicapo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresees  fur  Free  Cutulogue  of  Songs,  Song  Boulis,  Slicet  Music,  Germau  Song  Boolis,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc 


Wlien  T  left  scliool  long  years  aso  I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  tool:  deiitrlit  in  any  sport  which  happened  to  be  wild; 

Kind  piirtrnts  never  could  conirol  the  Miivchief  strong;  iu  me, 

Till,  het'dless  of  their  t;ood  advice,  I  ran  away  to  sea. 

I  thought  of  all  the  liappiness  that  now  would  surely  come, 

When  I  slionld  be  away  from  those  »ho  ruled  me  when  at  home; 

But  after  all  the  weary  years  tluit  since  liave  iiassed  awiiy 

My  thouiihts  retarn  to  those  ut  home,  and  tearfully  I  say: 

CHonns. 
It  may  not  l)e  n  mansion  with  roses  'round  the  door, 
It  may  not  liave  a  parlor  with  carpet  on  llie  floor; 
But  when  you're  far  away  in  eorr<iw  you  will  eay: 
There's  no  place  like  the  old  liome  after  all. 


In  many  foreign  lands  I've  been  since  I  began  to  roam. 

Yet  I  liiive  met  no  friends  wlio  could  compare  witli  tlioec  at  home; 

There  niiiiglit  but  loving  wonts  prevail,  in  vicknees  or  in  health. 

And  anxious  piireiits  welcome  ynii  in  poverty  or  wenlih. 

'i'lien  waywiird  none  ami  dniiKliters  have  a  tlioii|:ht  for  parents  dear, 

To-nlglitnt  home  >oiir  viicaut  cliairs  will  cause  them  many  a  tear; 

So  nourish  and  protect  them  wiiile  tiiis  earih  they  are  upon, 

Yon'li  mias  the  dear  old  folks  at  liome  when  they  are  dead  and  gone. 

Chorvb. 
It  may  not  be  a  mansion  witli  rosea  'ronnd  the  door. 
It  may  not  be  a  parlor  with  car|)et  on  the  floor; 
But  «heii  yon'ie  fur  away  in  8<irrow  you  will  eay: 
There's  no  place  like  the  old  home  after  all. 


HOW  NICE 

THAT  ALL  MUST  BE 


•   m  »  m    • ■ — 

Oopyrlglit.  MDCCXJXCIV.  by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  - 

I    ■  a  »    I 

_j  Word*  and  Mnilc  of  thig  Snnir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
»,  puK-pald.  on  receipt  of  40  centum  or  tlila  nnd  any  two  other  Soiiirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wrhman,  ISU  *  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicaffo. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aiiilrehsmi  for  Free  Ciitiilii(tiie  of  Sonirs,  Song  DuuU, 
flhsit  Vimr  Ueimau  Soug  Books,  Letter  VVriteio,  Dream  Buokn,  Juke  Books,  eto. 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  S.  Miller. 

'    ^-e  m    ■ 

When  the  moon  has  lit  tlie  gloom  nnd  stars  beiiin  to  shine, 
Wliip-poor-will,  from  o'er  the  hill,  his  evening  song  does  clilme. 
Then  you  start,  with  liappy  heart,  your  darling  ulil  to  see; 
Perhaps  she'll  wait  for  you  at  the  gate— how  nice  that  ail  must  be. 

CHoncs. 
Ton  take  her  arm  Avithin  your  own,  down  tlie  lane  together  roam 
To  liivu's  retreat,  and  there,  alone,  l>eneath  some  favorite  tree. 
Yon  tell  her  she's  your  turtle-dove,  swear  to  lier.  by  all  above. 
That  she's  the  ouly  girl  you  love— huw  nice  that  all  must  be. 

'Neath  the  trees  yon  sit  at  ease,  your  darling  by  yonr  side, 
'Bound  her  waist  your  arm  is  placed  and  silly  words  nie  tried. 
Ou  your  lireast  tier  head  does  rest,  of  course  tliere's  none  like  she. 
You  can't  resist  to  steal  a  kiss— how  nice  that  all  uuiet  be. 

Chorus. 

With  happy  heart  yonr  steps  retrace- ns  yon  gaze  into  her  face 
A  smile  of  love  you  may  there  truce,  a  smile  that  is  meant  for  thee. 
But  still  the  stars  shine  bright  nliove,  homeward  going  with  your  iova. 
The  old  man's  waiting  with  a  club — how  nice  that  all  must  l>e. 

Willie  dad's  asleep,  the  girl  you  meet  some  other  night  as  fair, 

Down  the  lane  you  go  again,  and  love  to  lier  declare. 

You  caress,  she  answerx,  "Ye*,"  to  questions  iisked  by  thee; 

At  last  'tis  saidaud  you're  happy  made— iiow  nice  that  all  must  be. 

/  Chobfs. 

Then  toon  the  happy  day  does  come,  tlien,  of  course,  yon're  both  made  one. 
And  really  glad  the  tiling  is  done,  to  that  you  will  both  agree. 
You  start  to  take  lier  to  her  liome,  you  know  you  can't  get  in  yonr  own. 
And  by  her  dad  the  door  yon're  shown— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 

Soon  a  home  get  of  yonr  own,  wliere  yon  and  little  wife 
Live  quite  gay  as  months  pass  'way,  enjoy  the  best  of  life. 
Annls  and  couhIiis  ihen  come  by  dozens,  stop  for  dinner  and  tea; 
Don't  miud  at  first,  but  w  hen  it  gets  worse- huw  nice  that  all  mnot  be. 

Chorus. 
Then  bills  they  come  in  by  the  score,  doctors,  bakers'  many  more; 
Instead  of  rich,  yon're  gettint;  poor,  nnd  tiiat  you  daily  do  see; 
A  dozen  children,  say,  you've  u'ot,  find  as  you  come  from  your  shop,      ■ 
Your  wife  has  skipped,  left  you  the  lot— how  nice  that  all  must  be. 


BROKEN  HEARTS 
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Words  by  James  Thornton.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


This  world  is  lint  the  stage  of  life,  tlie  mighty  Master  raid. 
On  which  most  men  and  women  play,  to  earn  their  daily  bread; 
With  lawyers,  doctors,  diplomats  and  preacliers  in  the  cast, 
Who  fill  the  parts  made  vacant  by  their  liroiliers  who  have  paeaed. 
Tlie  liypocrite  he  wears  a  mask,  'tis  hut  for  niitwarii  show. 
And  crime  goes  by  unpunished,  for  blind  justice  oft  ig  slow; 
The  inillionaire  and  workint:inan  play  most  important  parts, 
Tliey  form  the  two  great  factors  in  ilie  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Chorub. 

The  first  scene  is  a  cottage,  where  the  roof  lets  in  the  rain; 

There's  a  father  alinost  fumislied,  tliere's  a  mother  ill  witli  pain, 

Tliere°8  the  money  kint;  who  orders  their  eviction,  tlien  departs. 

That's  the  first  scene  that  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts," 

The  next  eocene  was  a  mansion  in  a  land  across  the  sea. 
By  acres  wide  surrounded,  and  the  home  of  royalty; 
Its  owner  is  of  noble  birth  and  loni  of  his  domains. 
And  lioufted  of  the  ancient  blood  that  flow'd  wiihiii  his  veins. 
Now  conies  another  chariicier,  a  girl  quite  vouiig  in  years. 
Her  face  it  wears  a  trtiuiiled  look,  lier  clieeks  are  stained  with  tear*; 
She  meets  the  young  lord  face  to  face,  he  turns  pale,  then  he  xtaria. 
He  met  her  in  the  first  act  of  the  play  called  "Broken  U<  aiin." 

Chorus. 

He  promised  he  would  tnnrry  her,  she  trustingly  believed, 

IJiit  when  the  day  appointed  came  she  found  elie'd  lH*en  dereivetl; 

Now  the  Servants  drive  her  from  the  door,  in  tthame  tlie  girl  departa. 

I'hat's  aiiotiiet  scene  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

Amid  the  sound  of  iiiarriaL'e  bells  a  couple  went  their  way, 

A  youth  and  maiden,  smiling  sweet,  for  'tis  their  wedding  day. 

Tiiey  vow  to  love  each  otiier  true  along  life's  rough  career; 

A  Imiiy  blcss«-d  iheir  union  ere  liiey  had  lieen  wed  a  year. 

But  sad.  alas!  One  day  to  her  ihe  evil  tempter  came: 

He  lold  lier  he  could  lead  her  to  the  very  eates  of  fume. 

She  left  her  hiislmnd  and  her  child  and  fled  to  foreign  parts. 

In  silence  lie  forgives  her,  iu  tiie  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 

CnoRus. 
Tliere's  a  hnshand  sadly  wailinc,  for  his  love  will  never  die; 
He  tells  his  little  daiigiiter,  mother's  coming  bye-and.bye. 
He  hows  his  head  to  hide  the  tears  tliat  to  liis  eye-lids  start 
That's  the  saddest  scene  I  witnessed  iu  the  play  of  "Broken  Uearia." 

Now  comes  the  grand  finale  upon  which  the  curtain  falls. 

The  scene  it  is  a  battle-field,  iiptorn  by  cannon  halls; 

It  is  u  field  of  cariiMtic  dire,  with  bloody  corpses  strewn; 

The  battle  rages  fierce  and  wild,  but  'twill  be  ended  soon. 

The  enemy  have  fled,  and  wounded  soldiers  shout  with  Joy, 

And  there  amoiiL'  their  number  lav  a  dying  drummer  boy; 

A  comrade  lifts  liim  tenderly,  the  lad  these  words  imparts: 

"  Tell  mother  I  died  fighting  in  life's  play  of  '  Broken  Hearts.' " 

Chorus. 
There's  a  poor,  old,  gray-haired  mother  waiting  for  her  boy  to  come; 
She  is  thinkinu  of  the  niorning  when  she  buckled  on  his  drum. 
The  news  arrives  licr  hoy  is  dead— from  this  life  she  departa. 
That's  the  last  scene  that  I  witnessed  in  the  play  of  "Broken  Hearts." 


t  DON'T  WANT  TO  PLAY  IN  YOUR  YARD 

......  ■  ^  >  •i — • 
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Once  there  lived,  side  by  side,  two  little  maids; 
Used  to  dri'SS  just  alike — hair  down  in  braids. 
Blue  ging'am  pinafores,  stockings  of  red, 
V  Little  Bun-honiiets  tied  on  each  pretty  head. 

When  school  was  over  secrets  they'd  tell, 
Wliis|iering  arm  in  arm  doi\n  by  ilie  well; 
One  day  a  quarrel  came,  hot  tears  were  shed — 
■         •'  You  can't  play  iu  our  yard,"  but  the  other  said: 

Chorus. 
**I  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  I  don't  like  yon  any  mora; 
Ton'il  b*!  sorry  when  yon  see  me  sliding  down  our  cellar  door. 

roa  can't  holler  down  our  rain-barrel,  you  can't  climb  our  appla  trM; 
dou't  want  to  play  Iu  yonr  yard,  If  yon  won't  be  good  to  me." 


Next  day  two  little  maids  each  other  miss, 
Quarrels  are  soon  made  up,  sealed  with  a  kiss; 
Then  hand  in  hand  again  happy  they  go. 
Friends  all  thro'  life  lo  be,  tney  love  each  other  so. 
8o<in  scliool  days  pass  away,  sorrows  and  bliss. 
But  love  remembers  yet  quarrels  and  kiss. 
In  sweet  dreanis  of  childhood  we  bear  the  cry: 
"You  can't  play  in  onr  yard,  "  and  the  old  reply: 

CBORITt. 

•*I  don't  want  to  play  in  yonr  yard,  I  don't  like  yon  any  more; 
You'll  be  sorry  when  you  see  me  sliding  down  onr  cellar  door. 
Yon  can't  lioller  down  onr  rain-barrel,  you  can't  climb  onr  apple  Xt—i 
I  don't  want  to  play  iu  your  yard,  if  yon  won't  b«  good  to  om." 


LOVE   WILL   BRING   ME   BACK   AGAIN. 


Tempo  di  Valse. 


CJiorus. 


■■\ 


nOnOE.— Tha  Completo  Words  and  Kusio  of  thia  Bong  can  be  had  at  any  Xoaio  Store,  or  wUl  be  aent  by  mail,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of 
40  Cents  by  the  Publisher,  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISO  ft  1S8  Pad  Bov,  VewToxk;  or,  186  W.  BEadlson  Street,  Cnil^^ 


The  Girl  I  Love 

Oopyrlffht.  ISM,  by  T.  B.  Harm*  &  Co.    EiisIUb  oopyiisht  Mcnred. 


All  rights  reiiei'ved. 


Th»  Word«  nnd  Mndo  of  this  Sonsr,  arraneert  for  the  piano,  will  be  wnt  to  anr  a^ 
diesK,  p(.)St-pnld,  on  receipt  of  40  oente;  or  tliU  and  any  two  other  Sooirt  for  On*  Dollar, 
by  Hem  y  J.  Wrhman.  13u  *  138  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  126  W.  MadlK.ii  8ti-e«t,  Cbloaso. 
Write  to  elthur  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Fi-ee  Oatuloirue  of  Sohk*,  Sung  Booka. 
Sheet  Homo,  Oermait  Buug  Books,  Letter  Writer*,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  Mtt. 


Words  by  George  Dalley.    Music  by  Andrew  Haok. 


;    There  Is  b  elrl  that  I  ndore.  Bhe  lives  ocroM  the  wty; 

BtandinK  by  her  cottage  i:ate  I  tee  lier  •very  day. 
1   At  iiiKiit  my  tlionchta  oft  wander  to  the  tltiy  •!«»  abort, 

I  SMui  to  Me  In  every  one  the  girl  I  love. 

CHOBUI.  ^' 

The  Rlrl  I  lore,  the  elrl  I  love. 
She  80«'m8  to  be  In  eveiy  ilny  star  nbore; 
Every  flower,  swi-tt  and  rare,  every  bird  tbat  wlnge  the  air 
Remiuds  me  of  the  girl  I  love. 

Tho'  when  yon  wander  'ronnd  the  earth,  or  sail  the  deep  bine  IM, 
WlneoMie  niiudens  yoii  may  meet,  but  none  so  fair  ai  she. 
'^   My  iieaii  is  jnst  a  peaceful  nest  to  hold  my  gentle  dove, 

And  soon  I'll  wed,  with  joy  complete,  the  girl  I  Jove.— CAortw. 


GIRL  WANTED 

■    ^  e  •    ■ 
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Words  and  Itnslc  by  Ous  0.  Weinberg. 
I     mam- 

Jtm  Brorrn  had  just  been  nmrried,  he  got  a  lovely  rpotiw— 

She  snld  she'd  do  the  cookhi);  when  they  went  kee|mig  house;  ;        ' 

Biie  cooked  a  lovely  dinner,  with  vegeiahles  and  uieui; 

He  tried  It,  then  he  told  her  It  was  not  fit  to  ent. 

Olrl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  dnv  this  eit;n  appeored  npon  th* doott 
Qlrl  wnnted,  (iirl  wanted,  and  wifey  Is  not  cooking  any  mont 
Blie  said  it  was  like  mother  used  to  make  it — 
He  told  her  If  it  was  she  ouuht  to  shake  it. 
So  nt  the  break  of  day  those  that  chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Sttw  the  sign  "Girl  Wanted." 

The  first  Rlrl  was  a  pretty  girl,  with  handsome  form  and  face; 

grown  fell  In  love,  and  so,  of  course,  the  girl  secured  the  placet 
rovvn's  wife  was  Jealous  of  her  charms,  she  thought  something  amlM; 
Bhe  watched  and  sutv  Iter  hnshand  (!>ve  that  pretty  girl  a  kiss. 

Girl  wanted,  pirl  wanted,  next  day  this  sl^n  appeared  u|>on  the  door; 
Girl  wnnted,  pirl  wanted,  that  pretty  cirl  uiu't  working  any  mote. 
Tou  ouKht  to  see  that  pretty  girl  skedaddle; 
He  lost  his  hair  and  teeth  during  the  battle; 
So  at  the  break  of  diiy  tliore  ihat  Chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Saw  the  sign  "  Girl  Wanted." 

The  npxt  elrl  was  a  country  cirl,  her  face  would  give  one  frightt; 
She  lost  her  breath  In  tryinsr  to  blow  out  electric  lights. 
She  went  to  build  a  flie,  and  the  wood  was  somewhat  green, 
And  Inst  to  start  It  goinir,  why,  she  |>oiired  on  kerosene. 

Ciirl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  npon  tbedoor; 

Girl  wanted,  girl  warted,  that  country  girl  ain't  working  any  more; 

And  now  she's  living  lip  a  little  higher — 

Ko  more  she's  got  to  monkey  with  the  fire, 

8o  nt  I  lie  break  of  day  those  that  Chanced  to  go  tbat  way 
Saw  the  sign  •'  Girl  Wanted." 

The  next  one  was  a  colored  girl,  she  was  so  awful  fat,  .  .        - 

And  sported  chicken  feathers  upon  n  gaudy  lint— 
That  day  she  climbed  two  fiiulits  of  etnlrs  to  get  a  piece  of  rope, 
.■  But  when  she  reached  the  top,  she  stepped  upon  a  piece  of  soap. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wnnted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 

Uirl  wanted,  cirl  wanted,  that  colored  girlulu^t  working  any  more; 

Her  funeral  occurred  n<xt  day  nt  seven — 

Another  Colored  angel's  up  in  heaven. 

So  at  the  break  of  (lay  those  that  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  sign  "Girl  Wanted." 

Orover  Cleveland  was  a  neluhbor,  he  thonght  he'd  he  In  line —  .  ■. 
-     One  day  they  saw  him  fuss  around  in  tnckTne  up  a  slpn; 
Of  course  they  all  felt  curiotis.  they  wondered  what  it  said— 
A  crowd  soon  gathered  'round  it,  and  this  is  what  they  read: 

Boy  wanted,  boy  wnnted,  next  day  this  sign  appeared  upon  the  door; 
Boy  wanted,  boy  wanted,  and  Grover  doesn't  want  girls  any  more. 
A  girl  could  never  hold  his  proud  position- 
To  have  a  hoy  has  been  his  great  ambition. 
Bo  at  the  break  of  day  those  tbat  chanced  to  go  that  way 
Saw  the  Sinn  "  Boy  Wanted." 

The  next  girl  was  an  actress,  she'd  been  npon  the  stoge —  -  ,  ~    " 

Bhe  posed  in  livini;  pictures  when  they  were  all  the  roge; 
One  day  she  put  her  costumes  on  for  Brown^  special  delight, 
And  wifey,  who  bad  been  down  town,  flew  in  and  saw  ihe  right. 

Girl  wanted,  girl  wante<l,  next  day  this  sli^n  appeared  upon  tbedonr; 
Olrl  wanted,  girl  wanted,  that  actress  Isn't  working  any  more. 
.■    .•.;    Bhe  nearly  broke  tlieir  home  and  all  the  fixtures, 
■  ,   '■  .:  For  wifey  drew  the  line  at  living  piciurea. 

So  at  the  break  of  day  thoee  that  chanced  Xp  go  ttutt  wtm 
:■...   flaw Um aig^ " Oil WMHad.** 


V    EUNICE  VANCE'S  GREAT  COMIC  HITi 

And  Her  Golden  Hair 

Was  Hanging  Down  Her  Baidi,    I 

''■'  _  "■'■■■  .    » e  »    I     
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There  was  once  a  simple  makb-n,  came  to  New  York  on  a  trip. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  hant^lii'..'  down  her  huclc: 
Ber  cheeks  were  like  the  roses,  she'd  a  pout  upon  her  lip. 

And  her  golden  liair  was  iiangini;  down  her  buck. 
When  she  landed  at  the  statiuii  here  she  took  a  liliie  stroll. 
At  everythiiiK  she  wondered,  till  she  lost  her  self-Coiitrol; 
Bald  she,  "New  York  is  quite  a  vlliUL'e,  ain't  Itf  Biesa  my  •ooll'* 
And  ber  golden  hair  was  hanglni;  down  ber  back, 

CHORtrs. 
',       '  But,  oh  Janel  Doesn't  look  the  same: 

When  she  left  the  village  she  was  ehy, 
ButalasI  and  alackl   She's  gone  b.ick 
With  a  nunghty  little  twiukle  In  her  eye. 

Bhe  toddled  down  Broadway,  a  bashful  smile  upon  her  faea^ 

And  her  golden  hair  was  haniiliiK  down  hir  hack; 
A  hit  of  nice  iilne  ribbon  kept  her  riiit;lets  III  their  place. 

For  her  golden  hair  was  hancin;;  <lown  her  hack. 

f  course,  she  knew  her  manners,  she'd  been  tuuirht  to  )>e  polltei 

o  when  a  gent  euid  "  Hem,  good  evenlngl "  she  said  "  Hem,  good  alghtt** 
Said  she,  "I  am  a  stranger  here,  I  hop«  you'll  treat  me  right." 

And  her  golden  hair  was  buugiug  down  her  buck. —  ChWMS. 

Bhe  took  his  arm  in  confidence,  she  liked  his  pleasant  ways. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  iianging  <l<ivvn  her  buck; 
At  all  Ihe  damnels  passing  by  sue  stared  in  great  amaze, 

And  her  golden  hair  was  banging  down  her  hack. 
Bhe  told  hint  she  was  thirsty:  "On.  all  right,"  said  bo,  "(ood  bte."* 
Be  took  her  to  Delmonico's  and  treated  lier  to  fizz; 
Suld  she,  "  I  think  It's  nicer  than  a  t:ia88  of  milk.  It  is." 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  hanging  down  her  buck. — Chonu, 

They  drank  until  Ihe  artless  man  BO  very  weary  grew. 

And  her  golden  hair  was  haut:in<;  down  her  hack: 
She  took  his  chain  and  ticker,  and  bis  diamond  breastpin,  tiM, 

And  her  Kolden  bnir  was  banging  down  her  back. 
Then  silently  she  left  him  as  be  suimiiereii  in  a  chair. 
Into  the  street  site  wandered  witii  a  very  simple  nlr— 
She  would  have  carried  off  the  siovo  If  there  bud  been  one  tha<% 

Aud  her  golden  hair  was  bunging  down  her  buck.— C'Aoriu. 

Now,  gentle  folks,  I  xram  yon  all  to  sbnn  the  simple  maid. 

When  her  golden  hair  Is  lianuing  down  her  b.-icic; 
If  any  such  yon  rtiu  ncross  lust  don't  yon  b<:  afraid, 

When  her  golden  huir  is  hangiiik;  down  her  hack. 
Jnst  skip  the  gutter,  cross  the  ptreet,  or  take  nnotiier  lane. 
Or  dodge  the  corner,  take  a  cnh,  or  catcli  u  railway  traiu; 
And  as  you're  flyln){  np  the  street  Just  sing  her  this  refrain: 

"  Oh,  your  golden  hair  is  bongini;  down  your  back.—  Chorv*. 
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Words  by  John  Dntler.    Music  by  J.  F.  Mahony. 
■   ♦  e*    ■ 

Kind  words  are  spoken  never  in  vain;  '' 

No  hearts  arc  broken  from  their  refrain; 
Mnslc  to  our  ears,  sweetest  niid  l)est. 
Through  all  the  long  yeurs  stored  In  the  breast. 

Refrain. 
Kind  words  when  spoken  wliI  cnnse  ns  no  sigh; 
No  homes  have  been  broken  underneath  the  sky; 
No  homes  have  been  broken  underueuth  the  aky. 

Kind  words,  oh.  strnnirerl  mem'ry  will  bring 

Tou  out  of  danger  back  to  love's  spring; 

Dwell  now  and  ever  in  our  dear  home. 

Kind  words  will  never  cause  us  to  roam.— ,5</>tilii. 

Kind  words  will  perish,  not  in  the  night,   ..•  ; 
Ohi  how  we  Cherish  them  wltli  deliiMil; 
Brave  inrtniy  token,  not  cruel  and  cold, 
Uveuu  unbtokca  wlteii  we  ass  I 
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HEARTS. 
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Words  and  Muslo  by  Chan.  K.  Hun i<i.    Arranged  by  Jos.  Clauder. 


Would  I  conld  hut  read  your  heart, 

And  gee  xTliat's  vvrineii  there; 
Coiihl  I  U9e  siiiiie  hidden  tirt, 

Jii8M<i  ieiirn  hnw  niMcli  Mill  care; 
Cuiild  I  only  read  your  laurt, 

And  »ce  if  you  retain 
The  love  yim  vowed  would  ne'er  depart 

'J'liroii^li  »iiimiiihe  anil  tain. 
Do  not  he  aimry  wiih  mo,  h-vt-d  one, 

For  the  unrdi*  tiial  pained  you  so; 
It  wag  my  love  for  you,  my  dutlini;. 

It  was  my  pi  Idu  which  <lealt  the  blOlfJ 
Let  me  hxite  111(0  tliv  lieart, 

And  fliiil  rt'fleCied  Ihere 
The  iini.<:e  whitli  will  ne'er  deparCi 

And  tut  luvu  w  hicli  is  8u  rare. 

CHontis. 

Hidden  stories,  hidden  Ireasnrcs,  hn»  thy  lieart  concealed; 
VVoiild  1  ever  he  contentc<l  if  it*  iieasnrtj'  were  revealcdt 
WonderiokT  if  your  thouL'lits  aie  with  me  as  in  the  dajs  of  yOTO, 
If  I  cuald  but  lead  and  flud  it  uiiue  fur  evermore. 


Others  may  more  chnrming  he. 

Famed  for  tlieir  wit  and  urace, 
But  none  will  more  constant  be'^ 

True  love  lies  tint  in  a  face. 
Often  in  n  liincly  hour 

My  thoiiglifs  they  turn  to  thee, 
A:',  oh,  so  Slid,  I  ofitane  wonder 

If  you  ever  tliinli  of  me. 
Oh.  why  are  y<>ii  so  lonu  in  comincT, 

Mukini:  my  lii'e  so  lon^  and  drear, 
Woiiid  iliat  I  could  liiii  ri'ad  .\our  lieart,  lOTO, 

An<l  set  111  re8i  tins  tri'inl>lin<{  fear. 
I  liiiow  ih.ii  you  were  ever  true, 

I  pleaded  not   in  vain. 
Bat  lime  has  sped  never  to  return 

With  its  i)leu8ures  uud  its  puiu. —  ChOTUM, 


The  Widow's  Plea  for  Her  Son. 
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Cumt>o.-'ed  by  Lewis  Hall. 


I  strolled  Into  a  convt-liou<<e  not  niuny  miles  from  here, 

A  hoy  st<iotl  in  the  prisoner's  docl>,  his  mollicr  she  was  near; 

The  boy  was  quite  a  youiiK><ter,  Imt  lie  had  uoue  astray. 

And  from  his  mazier  s  rash  box  lie  had  taken  homic  coin  away. 

The  hoy  addic.«8ed  liis  Honor,  wliili;  the  leari*  ran  doun  \\\»  clice^ 

Said  he,  "  Kind  fir,  will  you  allow  my  mother  tnere  to  spcaUf" 

Dis  Honor  ilieii  coiiscnted,  while  the  Itoy  hun;;d»wn  \M  head, 

Aud  turniui;  to  thu  juryuicu,  thctic  words  his  mother  said: 

Cnonus. 
Remember,  I'm  his  mother,  and  the  prieoner  there's  my  son. 
And,  gentlemen,  remember,  it's  tlie  flr!>t  crime  that  lie's  done. 
Don't  neiid  my  hoy  to  prison,  for  that  would  drive  me  mad; 
Kemeiuber,  I'm  a  widow,  aud  I'm  pleading  fur  my  lad. 


frovni. 


Tlie  lawyer  for  the  prosccation  nt  the  widow  commenced  to 

And  politely  aeked  His  Honor  if  he'd  order  her  to  sit  down. 

He  said  it  was  disgraceful,  and  a  L'rooH  insult,  indeed. 

Hill  llonnr  to  sit  on  that  bencli  and  allow  that  woman  to  plead. 

The  widow's  eyes  fla."h'''\  fire,  and  her  cheeks  turned  deatily  pale; 

She  said,  "  I'm  here  to  t^y  and  save  my  oUppriu;;  from  the  jail. 

Altho'  my  buy  is  guilty— J  own  Ids  crime  is  bail. 

But  who's  there  tliai'e  more  fit  to  plead  tlmu  u  mother  for  her  ladP 

Chohus. 

Remerabor,  I'm  liis  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  my  eon. 
And,  Rentlemen,  rcmemher,  ii'n  ihe  nrst  crime  tliat  hc'sdone. 
Don't  send  my  boy  10  piiscn,  for  that  would  drive  me  mad; 
Rememtier,  I'm  a  widow,  aud  I'm  pleading  for  my  lad. 

The  Judge  then  addressed  the  prisoner,  and  these  words  tohhndid  say: 

"  I'm  sorrv  to  sit  on  tlii^  bench,  and  see  joii  here  to-day. 

I  will  not  blii»lit  your  future,  but  on  your  c.-ime  I  frown. 

For  I  can't  foru'et  ihat  I  have  pot  pome  children  of  my  own. 

]  therefore  will  ili<>cliiirL'o  voii  "—and  the  court  then  gavt;  a  cheer — 

"But  remeinher  that  ii's  chiefly  tliroimli  your  widowed  mother  there. 

I  hope  you'll  prove  a  comfort,  and  no  more  make  her  sad. 

For  she  has  proved  there's  no  one  clings  like  a  mother  to  her  lad." 

CiioRirs. 
Rpmember,  she's  his  mother,  and  the  prisoner  there's  her  son, 
And.  gentlemen,  rememlier,  it'i»  the  first  crime  Ihat  he's  d(<nu. 
Don't  Beii.l  her  boy  to  prison,  for  that  would  drive  her  mad; 
Remember,  she's  a  widow,  and  she's  pleading  for  her  lad. 


TOM  AND   FLL   GO   TOO. 
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Worda  and  Jlii-'lu  by  Chas.  Orakain. 


Before  lh(»prlm  old  jmlee  they  ciood,  a  mother,  girl  and  boy. 

The  father  faced  lilx  children   and  his  wife: 
lie  said  thai  sne  had  wroiiueil  liiiii  tho'  she  uiice  bad  beeu  his  joy, 

lie  Hoirjlit  a  separation  there  for  life. 
The  judge  nald,  I  will  part  ton  for  your  hearts  arc  strangers  now, 

'J'Inr  boy  can  uith  his  mother  always  flay. 
And  if  tlie  girl  is  willing  niie  ran  uitn  hti' father  go. 

The  little  daughter  then  began  to  say: 

Rffrain, 
Mt  home  will  he  with  mother,  for  I'll  never  have  another. 

If  I  shoiihl  leave  her  now  what  would  she  do; 
I  love  }Oii,<lad,  piiiCerely,  and  my  inolher  jiixt  us  dearly. 

Take  molliur  home,  tiicu  Tom  aiid  rilt;u  too. 

The  father  Iho't  of  happy  days  before  ihe  babes  were  bom. 

Before estraiii!euient,  jealousy  and  pride. 
The  promises  and  vows  ne  made  npon  ilieir  wedding  morn. 

The  loving  woman  who  became  liip<  iiride. 
Tlie  lojiilty  of  childhood  proved  iliui  vhe  miis  fidthful  alill. 

Upon  her  goial  name  there  was  not  a  siain; 
The  veil  was  torn  asunder  and  ihey  never  »lll  forget 

Thu  words  that  made  theui  muu  and  wife  agaiu: 


(•■■{■ ; 
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KEEP  THE   HOME  TOGETHER. 
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Words  and  Mut^ic  by  Chas.  Qraham. 


An  only  son  was  sentod  nt  the  bedside  of  his  dad. 

And  dovtti  his  boylr<h  cheeU^i  llie  tears  had  Blaned; 
The  father  feebly  said:  my  liov,  riMiiemher  wlien  I'm  dead 

Your  poor  old  mother  uill  he  liroken  hearted; 
'Tnthen  nhe'll  need  your  aid,  my  bov.  ho  act  the  noble  mair. 

When  I  am  laid  to  re>>t  (i|)oii  the  heather: 
Then  he  acndit  to  her,  help  her  evi-ry  »tay  youcso. 

To  prosper  und  to  keep  the  home  together. 

Cnonus. 
Kofp  tho  home  together,  John,  and  keep  A  heart  that's  willlnr. 
For  when  the  home  is  K"ne,  you  know,  a  man's  not  worth  a  shUHng; 
Fortune  may  not  favor  you,  Imt  wait  for  hrnjhter  weal  her, 
Aud  iielp  your  dear  old  mother,  John,  to  keep  the  home  together. 

Don't  leave  Ihe  little  homestead,  John,  Ihe  place  we've  had  for  years. 

Its  every  nook  and  corner  has  a  story; 
The  morniiii;  wo  were  «ed.  my  boy,  your  mother  to  me  said 

The  liitle  collage  was  her  earililv  glory. 
2Ii»fortuiie  may  confroni  \oii,  but  lie  fearless  to  the  end. 

You'll  get  alonii  thoiiL'h  Cloudy  he  the  weal  her; 
Your  two  sweet  liitle  sisters  oil  your  motlier  will  depend. 

Be  kind  to  them  aud  keep  the  home  together. 


I   LOVE   YOU   IN    SPITE   OF  ALL. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  K.  Ilai  ris.    Arranged  by  Fred.  Slmonaon. 

Down  hy  a  shady  brook,  by  a  swift  runidnjr  stream. 

Bat  a  innid  and  her  lover,  boih  h.-ippv  ax  a  dream. 

All  nature  seemed  at  rest,  as  the  liird*  saiiir  ihi'ir  lay, 

lie  told  her  that  he  loved  her,  called  her  his  Queen  of  MET. 

Neither  ill  I  heir  IrystiiiL',  saw  a  maiilen  fall, 

A  Kirl  who  also  loved  him,  loved  him  the  best  of  all. 

**  I  love  you  best  of  all,  heitiT  than  all  this  uorld." 

Those  were  the  woids  wen;  spoken,  tlnii-e  wi  re  the  words  she  hOUd. 

"  With  your  dear  arms  ahoiii  me,  I  care  not  what  befalls. 

Surely,  dear,  you  will  nut  doubt  me,  I  love  you  best  of  all." 

She  wamlrrcd  from  her  homo,  this  maiden  all  forlorn, 

In  her  heart  kepr  the  cecret  of  n  lovf  left  nnhorii. 

She  cam.'  iipoii  ihi'Se  loveis,  niiconscious  of  her  woe. 

And  heard  him  Hay   "  I  love  you,"  just  as  she  luriieil  to  gOW  • 

She  would  keep  her  si'Cret.  \vliicli  no  time  Could  pall,  .. 

Her  liearl  was  almost  breaking,  sbc  loved  in  spilu  of  kll. 

"  I  lovu  you  best  of  all,"  etc. 

Iion<?,  wearv  days  have  passed  to  the  sweet  little  maid. 
Who  has  had  matdy  suitors,  but  to  all  she  Says  nay. 
No  one  eNe  will  she  wed.  she  knows  her  heart  is  gone 
To  one  who  will  never  love  hi-r.  he  weds  to-morrow  mom. 
Seated  in  the  arlior  his  words  slie  now  recalls. 
Yet  in  Iter  heart  she  lovs  liiui,  loves  him  in  spite  of  all. 
"I  love  y<m  best  of  all,"  etc. 
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THE  WORKINGMANS  DREAM! 


Song  and  Chorus. 


JSeS 


AUegro  Moderato. 


Words  and  Muslo  by  J.  P.  Skellt. 
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His 
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While 
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He 

woke 

at 

last 

and 

gazed 
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round 

Up   - 

on 

down  just  to  rest,. 

he'd  tried  all  day.... 

were  in  her  heart,. 

the  cheer  -   less  room,. 
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And  while  he 

To         earn  tlie 

Stood         si     -  lent 

His  dream  was 
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In         his  breast... 

fire      would  pay, 

her         to  part 

deep  -  er  gloom... 
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He  slept 

His  dream 

The  ma'j 

He  looked 

cres. 


hon    -    est 
chil    -    dren 
peace   -    ful 
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sweet 
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On 
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He    longed 
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to 
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free     from  care ;... 

rug  -  ged  face,... 

face       so  fair,... 


=^- 


!!*= 


itizizitz 


le"— ZIZZ 


-1^- 


'^- 


%^ 


And       in        a      dream    he  saw      a   - 

He        nev  -  er    thought  that  tliey   with 
His    dream  was       of       his        lit  -   lie 

The     child    that       he       so  fond  -  ly 


gain  Good  for   - 

him    Sueh  pov    - 

boy    And  lit    - 

loved   Was  in 


tune  in 

er    -  ty 

tie  ba 

the  an 


the  land... 

would  bear 

by  (irace. 

geis'  care!.. 
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My        dream         was  all 
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SEEING  JENNIE  HOME 
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Wordg  and  Musie  by  Geo.  C.  Edwabds. 


C^^ 


=1^ 


-f. 


It 
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have 
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time 
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And  ev  'ry 
With  smiles  she 
And      birds      the 


day 

I 

meet 

her. 

on 

the 

al 

ways 

greets 
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and 

it 
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ure 

shar 
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Then       arm  in         arm         to    -    geth    -    er, 

No         won        der  I  am        en         vied, 

.When  the       wed       ding      march      re  -  sound    -    ing, 


we     are 
when  with 
like    the 


hap  -  py 
Jen  nie 
cho 


rus 


as 

dear 

of 


we 
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roam,, 
roam,, 
poem,. 
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And 


sweet     ly         ends      the        ev 
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on       my         arm      so        proud 


ning, 

in 

see  • 

ing 

ure. 

of 
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ing 
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I'll 

take 

my 

Jen  •  nie 
Jen  -  nie 
Jen    -  nie 


home, 
home, 
home. 
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Words  by  Wm.  B.  Olenroy.    Music  by  Henry  Lamb. 

Cf>ine,  boys,  and  listen;  don't  turn  nwajr, 
Wliile  I  tell  of  a  belle  so  neat  mid  gay— 
These  words  were  spoken  ti)  Ills  ciiunis  by  Ned, 
Aud,  with  a  laugli,  a  pUotograpU  he  showed  them  and  aald: 

Cborus. 

That's  my  darllne  Carrie,  the  girl  I  mean  to  marry; 

Every  evening,  juet  ut  eight,  stundiiig  by  the  gaiuen  gats 

With  my  darling  Carrie,  8<)  happily  ue  tirry; 

Oh,  whut  bliss  in  just  one  kiss  from  Carrie. 

Etch  Iftd  pronounced  her  handsome  and  fair; 

Slime  oin'  sulil,  "hen  you're  wed  wu'W  all  be  there. 

Jiow,  boyn,  you  know  her,  softly  mnrmured  Ned, 

And  puiutiug  10  the  picture  fair,  be  smiled  aa  he  atM:—C horns. 


FLOWERY    COURTSHIP. 
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Words  by  Thos.  Velinr.k.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack. 


As  two  fond  lovers  chanced  to  stray  beneath  the  snn'e  bright  ray, 

Willi  rondesr  love-light  beaming  in  their  eyes. 
To  a  quiet  sliude,  it  seemed  that  nntnre  made, 

For  liiin  to  woo  Mild  win  liis  pieity  prize. 
The  flowers  all  seeiiiei)  lo  l)e  com  ring  uiid  to  lover's  ways  reaorting. 

There  within  Ills  mind  a  thoiiglit  arove. 
And  I  he  action  of  the  flowers  thnt  grew  In  nature's  bowen 

Hud  imbued  it  with  a  courage  to  propose.  .    .       ;. 

Chorus. 
Those  were  golden  hours,  cherished  in  love's  memory; 
The  flowers  seemed  contented,  all  in  peaceful  harmony. 
Watching  flowen*  lunkini;  iovi-,  quite  conieiiied  he  saya, 
"Love,  I'll  be  true  to  thte,"—ll>ance] 

The  pretty  morning-glory  to  the  pink  bad  told  the  story. 

How  its  heart  was  set  lo  marry  it  some  day; 
Lovely,  b'usliing  rose  lacked  courage  to  propose 

Till  daffodil  had  ciieered  it  in  iis  way. 
Tlie  prettv  dandelion  for  some  one  to  love  was  sighing. 

While  the  violet  seemed  prone  to  share  its  fate: 
And  the  rose  and  pink  carnation  held  lover's  consultation. 

While  the  lily  claimed  the  tulip  for  its  mate.— CAo7*u«. 
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SEEING    JENNIE    HOME. 
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Wordsby  W.  H.  Wludom.   Musioby  GussleL.  Davla. 


The  wedding  l)ell8  were  ringing  on  a  moonlight  winter's  night, 

The  clinrch  was  decorated,  al!  within  was  gay  aud  briglit; 

A  mother  witli  her  habv  came  and  saw  the  liirhts  aglow; 

She  tliought  of  how  those  same  hells  chimed  for  her  three  yean  ago! 

"  I'd  like  to  be  admitted,  sir,"  she  told  the  sexton  old, 

"Just  for  the  *.ake  of  baby,  to  protect  him  from  the  cold." 

He  tuld  lier  that  the  wedding  there  wea  for  the  rich  and  grand, 

Aud  with  the  eager,  watching  crowd,  outside  she'd  have  to  stand. 

REmAIN. 

While  the  wedding  bells  were  riuging,wbile  the  bride  and  groom  ware  there, 
Mnrching  up  the  aisle  tosreiher,  as  tlie  organ  pealed  an  air; 
Telling  tales  of  fond  affection,  vowing  never  more  to  part, 
Ju«t  another  fatal  wedding,  Just  another  broken  heart 

She  begged  the  sexton  once  again  to  let  her  pass  inside— 

For  baby's  sake  you  may  step  m  the  gray-haired  man  replied. 

"If  any  one  knows  reason  why  tills  couple  should  not  wed. 

SpeiiU  now,  or  hold  your  peace  forever,"  soon  the  preacher  said. 

"1  must  object,"  the  woman  cried,  with  voice  so  meek  and  mild, 

"Tlie  bridegroom  is  my  husband,  sir,  and  this  onr  little  child." 

"What  proof  have  yon,"  the  preaclier  asked.    "My  infant,"  she  replied. 

She  raised  her  babe,  then  knelt  to  pray,  the  little  one  had  died.— //^»ain. 

The  parents  of  the  bride  then  took  the  outcast  by  the  arm— 

We'll  cifte  for  you  through  life,  tliey  said;  you've  saved  our  child  from  harm; 

The  outcast  wife,  the  bride  and  parents,  quickly  drove  away; 

The  liiishand  died  by  his  own  hand  before  the  break  of  day. 

No  wedding  feast  was  spread  that  night,  two  graves  were  made  next  day — 

One  for  the  little  baby,  and  In  one  the  father  lay. 

The  story  has  l>een  often  told,  by  firesides  warm  and  bright. 

Of  bride  and  groom,  of  outcast,  aud  the  fatal  wedding  night.— i?«/'rffin. 


I  have  nn  only  Jennie,  she  Is  inoiit  wondrous  fnir. 
And  ev'ry  day  I  meet  her  on  the  corner  of  ihe  eqnnre; 
Then  arm  ill  arm  together  we  are  li:ippy  as  we  roam. 
And  BO  sweetly  ends  the  evening  ill  seeing  Jeuuio  home. 

CUORCS. 

Seeing  Jennie  home,  oh,  what  Joy  It  gives  me; 
Heart  eo  true,  eyes  ijo  blue,  (.'Olden  li.'iir  has  my  Jennlik 
Seeing  Jennie  home,  oh,  what  Joy  it  gives  me; 
Ev'ry  uigiit  'lis  uiy  deliglil  6<.viii<;  Jennie  home. 

Jnst  seventeen  is  Jennie,  she  Is  so  shv  and  coy. 

With  smiles  she  always  greets  me,  nnd  it  fills  my  heart  with  Joy; 

No  wonder  I  am  envied  when  with  Jennie  dear  I  roam, 

And  aloue  have  all  the  pleusutu  of  seeing  Jennie  home.— CA^ruA 

The  time  seems  long  In  coming  when  mnrrlage  bells  will  ring. 
And  birds,  the  pleasure  sharing,  in  the  trees  will  sweetly  bing; 
When  the  wedding  nmrch  resounding  lii<e  the  ciiorus  of  a  poem. 
And  on  my  arm  bo  proudly  I'll  take  iny  Jennie  home.— CAoriM. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Lew  n  Carroll. 


Jnst  three  years  ago  pretty  Mnegie  Maguire 

Was  married  to  Michael  McGee: 
They  have  a  sweet  baby  the  netyhbors  admire,  -     '    . 

As  cute  as  the  cutest  could  be; 
The  night  that  they  christened  the  dear  little  lad. 

The  parents  witli  happiness  smiled; 
They  welcomed  their  friends  as  they  entered  the  cottagei. 

And  sang  to  tlie  liealth  of  the  child.  ,  . 

CnoRus. 
Baby,  you're  your  papa's  joy,  and  you  are  yonr  mamma's  darling. 
Sweet  as  a  rose,  with  a  nice  little  nose,  we  iiug  and  caress  you. 
With  kisses  we  bless  you,  so  rock-a-by  baby  thafs  on  the  tree-top. 
Turil-Iuril  la  by,  witli  joy  and  deiiglit  wo  were  Biugiug  all  night. 
At  the  Christening  of  Maggie's  baby. 

Before  Maggie  wed  slie  was  greatly  admired 

By  every  young  lad  in  the  place: 
Her  ways  were  so  modest,  her  voice  sweet  and  gentle. 

The  picture  of  liealtli  was  her  face; 
Tlie  bo\8  who  had  many  times  asked  for  her  baud 

Were  present,  and  pleasantly  smiled; 
They  wished  both  the  mother  and  father  good  fortune. 

And  sang  to  the  dear  little  child.—  Chorus. 
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AND    THE    PARROT    SAID. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Percy  Paxton.    Stmg  by  Mr.  Ctuulee  J.  Stine. 

I  lingered  by  a  cottage  door,  aud  a  parrot  said,  *  "Come  in,  come  in," 

Aud  a  parrot  said,  "  Come  in  ";   tiie  door  was  open,  I  walked  lii. 

And  I  saw  standing  there  a  maiden  with  a  dimpled  chin.  .   . 

A-Combing  lier  hacic  hair,  back  hair,  a-comliing  iier  back  hair; 

A  great  surprise  was  in  her  eyes,  but  still  she  did  not  frown. 

And  as  I  smiled  at  that  dear  child,  the  parrot  said,  ♦"Sit  down,  sit  down," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "  Sit  down.  " 

I  sat  down  in  her  father's  chair,  and  the  parrot  said,  ♦  "  Kiss  her,  kiss  her," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "Kiss  her";  and  as  the  maiilen  did  not  speak, 

Kiiys  I,  by  Jove,  I  will;  the  )>lush  w  hicli  mantled  to  her  cheek 

Made  her  more  lovely  still,  still,  still,  made  lier  more  lovely  still. 

And  as  in  haste  I  graspe<i  her  waist,  she  cried  out,  No,  no,  nol 

It  was  so  nice,  I  kissed  her  twice,  aud  the  parrot  said,  ♦  "Let  go,  let  go," 

.\iid  the  parrot  said,  "  Let  go." 

Her  father  then  came  rnshlng  in,  and  the  parrot  said,  ♦  "  Sneak  out,  sneak  out," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "  Sneak  out."    Her  father's  voice  was  like  a  rasp, 

And  swearing  he  began:  then  I  experienced  the  grasp, 

Tlie  grasp  of  an  honest  man,  man.  man,  the  grasp  of  an  honest  man; 

He  liit  two  blows  upon  my  nose— I  feel  them  to  this  day: 

As  out  I  flew,  he  kicked  mo  too,  and  the  parrot  Bald,  "Good-day,  good-day," 

And  the  parrot  said,  "  Good-day." 

♦  Spoken. 
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ITS  ALL  GONE  NOW. 
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I  often  sigh  for  absent  friends  aud  wish  tbey  would  return, 
There's  some  who  owe  me  money,  and  for  them  I  sadly  yearn; 
I  eigh  for  my  bright  dollars  that  once  made  my  heart  rejoice, 
I  spent  about  a  thousand  once  to  cultivate  my  voice. 

CnoRCs. 

But  it's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now, 

Though  ouce  it  sounded  strong  when  I  sang  a  little  song; 

And  I've  been  sold,  for  I  caught  a  cold 

Drinking  from  wet  glasses,  so  it's  all  gone  now. 

My  brother  never  went  to  school  and  yet  he  knows  a  lot. 
For  he  can  cure  the  toothache  or  most  any  pain  you've  got; 
He  never  uses  medicine  to  cure  each  little  ill. 
A  man  who  had  the  rheumatism  came  to  brother  Bill— 

Chords. 
And  it's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 
"  Before  I  cure,"  said  he,  "  why,  you'll  have  to  pay  my  feot' 
Then  he  paid  Bill  quick,  aud  he  made  the  man  kick 
A  hole  right  through  a  window,  aud  the  pane's  gone  now, 

Moloney  wus  a  pugilist,  and  in  a  finish  fight 
The  other  fellow  landed  on  his  forehead  with  his  right; 
It  raised  a  tumor,  and  he  sent  a  doctor  on  the  case; 
The  doctor  gave  a  salve  to  cure  the  tumor  on  his  face. 

Chorus. 
It's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 
The  tumor  left  his  head,  but  there's  two  more  there  instead; 
Still  he  kept  right  on,  from  night  till  morn. 
To  use  the  salve  until  his  face  is  all  gone  now. 

I  never  was  a  drinking  man,  but  one  thing  I  uphold. 
That  is  to  keep  some  whiskey  'round  for  fear  of  catching  ooldj 
I  kept  a  bottle  in  my  room  for  many  months,  you  see. 
UntU  a  prohibitionist  came  there  to  room  with  me. 

Chorus. 

And,  it's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 

He  said  he  came  to  town  just  to  put  the  liquor  down; 

And  uie  he  did  convince  that  he's  done  it  ever  since, 

I'll  swear  I  never  touched  it,  but  it's  all  gone  now. 

Bi  Perkins  catne  to  town  last  week  and  tried  to  do  the  grand. 
He  said,  "  By  Gosh,  I'll  see  the  sights  as  long  as  I  can  stand." 
He  walked  as  far  as  Hester  street  and  met  a  pretty  maid, 
And  in  his  purse  he  had  two  hundred  dollars,  so  he  said. 

CHORua 
It's  all  gone  now,  it's  all  gone  now; 

She  treated  him  so  nice,  combed  his  whiskers  once  or  twlo»-> 
And  Si,  by  Gosh,  once  owned  a  watch, 
A  diamond  ring  and  locket,  but  they're  all  gone  now. 

I  met  an  old  schoolmate  to-day  who  really  made  me  stare. 
For  he  was  quite  baldheaded,  though  he  once  had  lovely  hair; 
He  told  me  how  he  lost  it,  'twas  in  childhood,  so  be  said, 
To  mend  his  pants  behind,  his  mother  stood  him  on  his  head. 

Chorus. 
It's  all  gone  now,  lie's  bald  John  now; 
He'd  a  rabbit  painted  there,  and  you'd  swear  it  was  a  Iiart, 
Bill  a  cinch  he's  got,  for  when  the  weather's  hot 
He  paints  a  cobweb  on  to  keep  the  flies  ofl  now. 
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YOUR  MOTHER  AND  I,  MAGGIE.         ' 

;         SonfiT  ana  Chorus. 

Words  and  Music  by  Waltkr  p.  Keen. 

1.  One  night  in  the  parlor,  when  mother  was  away, 
Maggie,  the  only  daughter,  so  lovingly  did  say: 
Please  tell  me  a  story,  now  there's  a  fond  papa; 
So  that  upon  the  morrow,  I'll  tell  it  to  mammal 
Darling,  the  father  answered,  a  story  I  will  tell,  . 

And  it  concerns  your  mamma,  and  you  and  I  as  well,     , 
-  Years  ago,  a  lad  and  lass  were  married  secretly! 
The  maiden  was  your  mother  dear,  the  lad,  my  girl,  wa«  mef 
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2.  Your  mother  was  handsome,  and  many  suitors  tried, 
Each  with  his  gold  and  jewels,  to  win  her  for  his  bride; 
But  wealth  couldn't  alter  the  vows  she  made  to  me; 
Darling,  she  said,  I'm  ready  to  share  my  life  with  thee! 
When  we  were  wed,  her  parents  disowned  their  only  child. 
Telling  her  at  the  parting,  they'd  never  be  reconciled. 
But  before  they  passed  away  to  brighter  realms  above. 
They  blessed  the  girl  who  married  me  for  pure  and  holy  love  I 


..   CopTTigfat,  MDCccxciT,  by  Hbnkt  J.  Wkrmam. 

The  complete  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  had  for  40  cents  per  copy,  of  any  Music  Dealer  In  the 
United  States  or  Canada;  or  from  the  Publisher,  BSNBY  J.  WEHMAN,  130  &  132  Park  Bow,  New  York  and 
las  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago.  PL         :     ■:      :  {  :/v-:v  •  ■^-•-- ^' '^^■■V^^  :\-'-:  ■''.'- 


".',.  -5-'; 


.-'..} 


^"i     y*\,  vf'.*^-,*' 


I  Lost  Her  at  the  Masquerade. 

OopyrlKbt,  18M,  by  W.  J.  Melbourne. 
All  rlgbta  reeerred. 


The  Word*  and  Mnslo  of  this  Snnir,  arraoired  for  the  piano,  win  be  eent  to  any  ad- 
diesw.  posCrpaid.  on  rcc<-lp<.  «(  10  cento,  m-  Uii*  nnd  any  i»f>  "tliur  Sontrs  for  one  Dollar, 
b»  HBiiiy  J.  Wrhman.lSii.t  132  Park  Rw.Xew  York;  or  126  W.  Madliioii  Street.  Clilcaao. 
writ«  to  elthur  ooeof  tli«  ab've  aililrr-sex  for  Fi«-e  Cat»li>iriie  of  Soniis,  Songr  liouka, 
Sbeel  UuMO.  Q«iinau  Suuk  Buoks,  Letter  vVrltei  d,  Oi  uam  Buoks,  Juke  Booka,  etc. 

,  •■  Words  and  Music  by  W.  J.  Melbourne. 


The  »cene  l«  one  of  cliild  imd  fatlier,  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 
8e^ite<l  In  a  rasiic  iirbor.    "My  "nly  comfort,"  lie  vvnulil  say. 
At  Ills  feet  Ills  liitie  (liiiii;iiter,  old  eiionoli  to  wonder  why. 
Bt:L-g<-d  for  liiiii  to  tell  the  story  how  It  was  h<-r  inunimu  died: 
'I'ltus  iniixy  years  he'il  kept  the  cecret— cliieldiiiK  h"iior  und  her  onm*. 
Tlie  wife  lie  lovt-d  had  broke  her  vov>e,  he  never  wished  to  see  her  ogalo. 
And  so  li«  lohi  bis  Child  tbu  story — "Muniinu  was  tne  season's  ragfti 
I  trusted  her  one  winter  s  eve,  and  lost  her  ut  the  masquerade. 

Ciionus. 

Only  at  the  mnscinerade.  only  promise  me,  my  loTo, 
Only  while  niT  lire  remains,  iiiv  conipanlon  lie; 
Miiny  liave  left  n  liappy  liome  before  they  were  of  af;e: 
My  lllUe  dear,  dou't  leave  uie  iiere  to  Join  the  umsqiierado. 

Your  niamma  was  the  Tillage  queen,  and  her  beanty  something  (rraod; 

The  tempter  came,  vhe  went  away  witli  him  to  n  diatunt  foielcn  land. 

N'>  letter  came — I  waited  homo,  my  head  In  grief  it  was  bowed  down. 

Then  my  doom  ainniit;  the  iiiuil.  the  fatal  inlssive  there  I  found; 

1  dont  reuret,  my  ilear  liitle  ))ef,  at  wliat  I  have  told  to  jou. 

Pi-rhap*  ill  life  you'll  be  u  wife — if  so,  alwave  try  and  be  true. 

My  entile  fori  line  yon'll  receive  wlien  I  am  dead  and  you're  of  age. 

But  promise  me  before  1  die  that  you  will  shun  the  masquerade.^'— CAon/«. 
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THE    LITTLE    BUNCH    OF   WHIS- 
KERS   ON    HIS    CHIN. 
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Words  by  Wm.  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Maok. 


A  jsy  came  to  the  city  once  to  see  the  funny  sights. 

With  a  little  hunch  of  whIsUers  on  his  chin; 
He'd  heard  about  the  cahle  cnr"  nml  Ktand  electric  ligbta, 

Willi  hii<  little  himcli  of  whiskers  on  his  cliin. 
Says  he.  '"I'll  take  in  ev'rythini.',  have  all  the  fun  I  can." 
As  he  k:ot  off  the  cars  the  Bharitcrs  after  him  tliey  ran. 
And  quickiv  tner.  in  tow  they  ha>l  this  Utile  country  man, 

Witu  bis  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin. 

Chorus. 
Reiih«>n  Glue  thought  he  knew  a  thing  or  two. 

Said  liiat  he  would  surely  like  tiie  |ilace. 
Whoa!  But  he  went  buck  to  tiie  town  of  Hackensack, 

With  a  very  funny  look  iipuu  bis  face. 

He  went  into  a  rtstnnrant  to  eet  a  bite  to  eat, 
Witli  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin: 
Be  was  »»  welt;oine  in  tliere  as  he  wus  out  in  the  street, 

Willi  hit)  Utile  bunch  of  wliiskci'S  on  his  chin. 
He  ate  n  plute  of  pork  and  beans,  and  when  he  went  to  pav. 
The  mnn  charged  him  five  dollars.   "  That's  too  much,  "  old  Rube  did  say. 
"  I  know  it  is,"  (he  man  euid,  "  but  I  need  tlie  cash  to-day." 
And  be  pulled  the  little  whiskers  on  iiis  cblo. 

Chorus. 
J  Reuben  Glue  cot  the  huckleberry  doo. 

Said  he  knew  lie  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
Whoa!  And  he  went  back  to  the  town  of  Hackensack, 
With  u  very  funny  look  upon  his  face. 

Into  a  Poker  game  he  sat,  to  pass  the  time  away. 

With  a  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  chin; 
A  '•  iiicklK>t"  it  wan  opened  and  oUl  Reuben  says,  "I'll  stay," 

Witli  his  little  hiinch  of  whii<kers  on  lii"  chin. 
And  wlieii  it  came  to  drawinc  cards,  old  Reuben  he  took  one; 
Says  he,  "  I'll  show  these  city  sharps  a  little  bit  of  fun." 
Old  Reuben  held  four  aces,  l>ut  tlie  ■Inirper  lieid  a  gun 

At  the  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  his  cliin. 

Chorus. 
Reuben  Glue  from  the  talile  unickly  flew. 

Said  lie  knew  he  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
Whoa!  And  he  went  back  to  the  town  of  HackeniOCk, 

With  a  very  funny  look  upon  his  face. 

He  went  into  a  beer  saloon  to  try  nnd  quench  bis  thirst, 

With  n  little  bunch  of  whiskers  on  ins  chin: 
The  cnng  inside  Rot  fighting  al)Oiit  which  one  saw  him  first. 

With  his  little  iinnch  of  wlilskers  on  liix  chin. 
Tliey  nailed  his  sliocs  down  lo  the  lloor,  lie  couldn't  Ret  away. 
For  all  the  drinks  they  had  that  night  old  Reuben  had  to  pay;    . 
They  imlled  his  leg  BO  hard,  he  liail  to  buy  a  crutch  next  day. 

Also  had  to  cut  the  whiskers  off  his  chio. 

Chorus. 
Reuben  Glue  didn't  do  a  tiling  to  you. 

Said  he  knew  he  wouldn't  like  the  place. 
Wlioa!  Then  he  hopped  back  to  the  town  of  Hacktastek, 

But  he  hadu't  any  wlilskers  on  his  face. 


MAGaiE    MOONEY. 
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All  rights  reserved. 
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Words  and  Mtulc  by  Jainea  Thornton. 


On  a  moonlight  night,  when  the  stars  shone  bright,  and  ev'ryihlng  was  still. 
Sat  a  little  boy  and  a  inaldin  Coy  on  a  lieiich  iMsside  a  mill. 
Now  this  little  queen  she  wa;*  ja^t  sixteen,  and  the  boy's  age  was  the  same; 
Yon  would  seldom  meet  a  girl  more  sweet,  and  I'll  tell  you  ber  name: 

CHOBua. 
She  Is  pretty  Maggie  Moonev,  atie's  the  girl  for  me: 
I  call  on  her  each  evening.  Just  to  keep  her  company. 
You  all  may  have  your  sweet heurtH,  and  girls  of  high  degree. 
But  uoue  can  equal  my  own  Haggle  Mooney. 

Ev'ry  morning  she  coes  to  work  with  me.  I  meet  her  at  her  door: 
Then  she'll  wait  for  me  nt  the  mill,  jou  see,  when  her  daily  task  is  o'er. 
Then  it's  home  we'll  trot  lo  tier  little  cot.  In  a  quiet,  shady  lane: 
I  have  often  said,  when  we  get  wed  she'll  never  work  agnia.—  C/ioi-u*. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Jas.  E.  Sullivun.   Arranged  by  Henry  S.  Sawyer. 

There's  a  liappy  time  a-comin'  in  de  sweet  by  an'  by,  '   ■ 

Tell  all  de  niggers  not  to  tarry; 
Tiiere'll  be  lots  o' ginoer  cake,  wine  an' puukin  pie,   : 

As  mucli  OS  (ley  kin  carry. 
For  I'm  gwlne  to  marry  Miss  Trnscniina  Brown. 
Site's  de  envy  ob  de  lailies:  all  de  colored  gals  in  town 
Am  crary  on  their  faces,  ev'ry  one  am  got  u  frown. 
For  I'm  a-gwiue  lo  marry  Missa  Truscalina  Brown.  * 

Refrain. 
Den  ring  dat  golden  hell,  ring  dat  golden  bell; 
Tell  de  Colored  population,  tell  de  whole  united  nation. 
For  to  call  de  little  children  from  de  dell. 
Ring  dat  golden  bell,  ring  dat  golden  bell; 
O,  hallelujah,  gluryt  put  on  my  crown. 
For  I'm  gwine  to  marry  Missa  Truscalina  Brown. 

There's  a  heap  o'  trouble  waitin'  for  de  big  yaller  coon 

Dat  dares  on  his  life  to  pull  u  razah; 
Ev'ry  one's  a  gentienian,  dac's  on  de  iuvitation. 

For  to  bar  out  little  Jolinny  Frazah. 
Den  won't  it  lie  a  great  eight  ut  de  church  o'  Zionf 
In  my  dandy  suit  ob  ive<tdiu'  cio^e  I'll  be  de  social  lion. 
De  coons  wid  envy  tumin'  white  an'  all  de  wenches  sghin*. 
For  ev'ry  body  at  de  bride  to  kise  her  da'il  be  tryiu'.— i7</'ra(n. 


MY   PEARL'S    A    BOWERY   Q-IRL. 
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Words  by  Win.  Jerome.    Music  by  Andrew  Mack.  . 

Of  course,  ev'ry  boy  has  a  sweetheart, 

And  some  boys  they  have  two  or  three: 
Of  nil  tiie  girls  in  this  great  city 

There  is  only  one  "  in  It "  with  me. 
8he  lives  with  her  folks  on  the  Bowery,  > 

A  few  doors  away  from  Canal, 
And  helps  to  support  her  old  motber. 

Does  my  little  Bow'ry  gal.  . 

Chorus.      *  - 

Mv  peorl  is  a  Bow'ry  girl,  • 

Site's  all  the  world  to  me; 
She's  "  In  it "  with  any  the  girls  'round  the  town. 

And  n  "corking  good-looker."  sec? 
At  Wnlhalla  Flail,  why,  she  kills  them  all. 

As  waltzing  together  we  twirl; 
She  sets  them  all  crazy,  a  "  spieler,"  a  "  daisy," 

For  my  peaii's  a  Bow'ry  girl. 

.    In  summer  we  go  down  to  "  Coney's," 

Toget Iter  we  stroll 'long  the  beach. 
And  sometimes  we  go  In  the  ocean. 

For  nt  srtimmltiR,  you  l)et.  She's  a  "  peach." 
The  other  box  s  of  ine  are  Jealous, 

But  with  me,  why,  that  "  cuts  no  Ice." 
I'm  going  to  lead  jiearl  to  the  altar  '■'.   •.  .. 

As  soon  as  1  gets  the  price.— CAora*.  r       '     "'    ' 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


1.  They    kissed   and     part  -  ed       at        the 
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CHORUS.     After  third  verse  sing  Chorus  pianissimo. 
J,       a  tempo. 
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Don't      for    -    get         me,       Ma        -        ry,  I'll        think         of 
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THE    DYING   GIRL'S    MESSAGE. 
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Words  by  A.  H.  N.e.    Jlunic  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Raise  the  window  higher,  mothc/,  air  can  never  hnrni  me  now; 
Let  ihe  breeze  blow  iii  upon  me,  it  will  cool  niv  fevered  brow. 

}  Monn  death's  stniKulea  uill  l)e  over,  Boon  he  eiilled  ihis  acbiug  heart, 

)  But  1  iittve  u  dyiui;  uiescnue  I  would  jjive  before  we  part: 
Lay  my  iiend  ii|ioii  your  hononi,  fold  lue  closer,  iiioliier,  dear, 
While  I  breiithe  a  name  long  eilent,  in  thy  fond  and  lovlnt;  ear. 
Motlier,  there  is  one— yon  know  him— oli,  I  cannot  (>peaK  his  name, 
You  reuiemlM:r  how  be  sought  lue,  how  with  loving;  words  he  come. 

How  iie  pained  my  yonng  nfleciion,  vowing  In  mo»t  tender  tone 

Tliut  he  w'onid  forever  cnurd  me,  were  my lieai  t  but  liis  alone; 

You  renieniher  how  1  liuslcd,  how  my  thouuhts  were  all  of  him — 

Draw  the  curtain  higher,  mother,  for  Ihe  light  is  (;iowing  dim. 

Need  I  tell  you  how  he  left  nif,  coldly  putimi!  me  avide. 

How  he  wooeil  and  wini  another,  an^  now  claims  her  as  his  bride? 

Life  lni8  l)een  a  weary  l)urdeu  since  thoee  boura  of  (leepest  woe — 

Wipe  these  cold  diops  froui  luy  fureheud,  they  are  death  uiarlu  well  I  know. 

Gladly  I  oi)ey  the  snmmona  to  a  briglit  and  better  land. 

Where  no  In-arts  are  won  and  brolien,  but  all  form  a  happy  band. 

I)o  not  chide  him,  inoiher,  «iiirliii<;,  llioii<:h  my  form  you  see  no  more; 

Grieve  not,  think  me  only  waitint;  for  you  on  tlie  other  shore. 

Do  not  chide  him,  nn>tlier,  iliirilii!:,  though  you  miss  me  from  your  Bide; 

1  forgive  liini,  and  I  w  iiih  hitii  Joy  with  her  so  soon  his  bride. 

Take  this  rin;;  from  oflf  my  fing«-r,  where  he  phiced  it  loug  ago; 

Give  it  to  him  with  a  bleseiug,  tbut,  in  dying,  1  bestow. 

Tell  liim  that  it  Is  a  token  of  forgiveness  and  of  peace— 
Hiirkl  I  hear  his  voice,  it  paseeth;  will  thin  iinnuisb  never  ceasef 
IlarU!  I  lii'ar  hU  footsteps  cominK— no,  'tin  but  tlie  ructHni;  trees; 
Siraiige  how  my  dii^onlered  fancy  cimylit  his  fooifall  on  thu  breeze. 
I  mil  cold  now,  close  tin-  hIihIow.  fold  me  clos«-r— kiss  me,  too. 
Joy!  what  means  that  burst  of  music?  'tis  the  Saviour's  voice,  I  know; 
8e.!  Ilim  waiting  to  receive  mel  oh,  how  ureat  a  bliss  to  die- 
Mother,  meet  your  child  iu  beuveu;  one  more  l^isa,  and  then- good-bye. 


Since  My  Mother's  Dead  and  Gone. 

Copyi-ight,  UDCCCLXXXVI.  by  HeuT  J.  Wehman. 

Xbe  V/ordsand  Music  of  this  flonfr  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

oentsi  or  this  and  any  two  other  S.>ni;a  for  Une  Dullar,  l>y  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130<&1SS 

Park  Uow,  New  York.    Pustoee  Stamps  takeu  souie  as  casb  for  all  our  gooda. 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skellr. 


In  that  dear  old  vlUnge  clinrchvard,  there  I  see  a  mossy  mound. 
That  is  where  my  mother's  sleeping  in  the  cold  and  silent  urnund; 
Gently  waves  the  weepiiiK  >>  iliow,  birds  their  warbU;  cint;  at  dawn, 
Bui  my  bcai  t  is  sad  and  louely  siuce  my  mother's  dead  aud  goue. 

Cnonus. 
In  that  dear  old  vlllace  churchyard  oft  I  stray  w  Ith  heart  forlorn. 
Fur  there's  no  one  left  to  love  me  since  my  mother's  dead  and  gone. 

T  was  yonni:,  but  I  remcmi)er  well  the  night  my  mother  dted. 

When  I  watched  her  ppirit  failing,  till  she  called  me  to  her  side; 

Saying,  "Darling,  I  must  leave  yon,  angel  Aoices  guide  nn;  on: 

Pray  that  we  may  meet  iu  beaveu,  when  your  mother's  dead  aud  gone. — Chorus. 

Oft  I  wander  to  that  churclivard,  flowers  to  plant  with  tender  care  ♦- 

On  the  griivu  of  ray  dear  mother— ilarUncss  finds  me  weeping  there, 
Looking  at  tlio  skj  above  me,  waiting  for  the  heavenly  cfawn. 
There  la  uo  ouo  left  to  lovo  me  eiucc  my  mother's  dead  aud  gone.— C7AortM. 


OH,    PROMISE    ME. 

Copyright,  1889,  l.y  Q.  Schlnuer. 

All  i'ii;ht«  reserved. 
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Words  by  Clement  Scott.    Music  by  Reginald  Do  Eoven. 

Oh,  promise  me  that  some  day  yon  and  I 
AViil  lake  our  love  loj^eihcr  to  pome  sky. 
Where  wc  can  be  alone  and  faith  renew. 
And  find  the  hollows  w  here  iIiohu  flowers  grew; 
Thoce  first  sweet  violets  of  early  spring, 
Which  Come  in  whifjKirp,  thrill  ns  bulb,  and  sing 
Of  love  niis|H-akal>le  that  is  to  bu — 
Ob,  promise  me,  oh,  promise  mc. 

Oil,  promise  inc  that  yon  will  take  my  hand, 

The  most  unworthy  in  this  lonely  land. 

And  let  me  sit  beside  yon,  in  voiir  eyes 

Seeing  the  vision  of  our  parailise: 

Hearini;  God's  niesvave,  while  ihe  organ  rolls 

Its  miu'lity  music  to  our  very  poiiIs: 

Ko  love  H'ss  perfect  than  a  life  with  thee— 

Oh,  promise  me,  ob,  promise  me. 


AFTER    THE    BALL. 

Copyright,  18K,  by  Ciias.  K.  IlorrU  &  Co. 


Exeluslre  permioslon  to  publish  the  words  of  this  song.    All  rights  reaerred. 
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Words  aud  Music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


A  little  maiden  climlied  on  an  old  man's  knee, 
Begued  for  a  story — '*  Do,  uncle,  please. 
Why  arc  you  sliiirle;  why  live  aluneT 
Have  von  no  bahics;  have  you  no  home? '• 
"  I  had  a  sweetheart,  years,  years  ago; 
Wliere  she  is  now,  pet,  you  w  ill  soou  know. 
List  to  the  story,  I'll  tell  it  all; 
I  believed  ber  faithless  after  the  ball." 

Chorus. 

After  the  ball  is  over,  after  the  break  of  mom; 
After  the  dancers'  leaving,  after  the  stars  arc-  gone- 
Many  a  lieiirt  is  achiiiL',  if  you  could  read  ilieni  all; 
Many  the  buiies  that  have  vanished  after  the  bull. 

'* Bright  liL'hts  were  flashlni;  In  the  Rrand  ball-room. 

Softly  Ihe  mufic,  ])layliig  sweet  iiine<>. 

There  came  my  sweetheart,  my  love,  my  own— 

'1  wish  some  waler,  leave  me  abme.' 

When  I  reiurned,  dear,  there  stood  a  man, 

Ki''t>lnf;  my  sweetheart  as  lovetM  cioi. 

Down  fell  Ihe  gia^s,  pet.  broken,  that's  nil. 

Just  as  my  heart  was,  after  the  l>ull. — Choruf, 

Long  years  have  pass<'d,  child:  I've  never  wed; 

'J'riie  to  my  lo!>t  hive,  tliouuh  she  it  dead. 

She  tried  to  lell  me,  trie<l  to  explain: 

I  won  hi  not  listen,  pleadiiiL'S  were  vain. 

One  day  a  letter  cami' from  that  niau — 

He  was  her  brother — the  letter  ran. 

That's  why  I'm  hmely,  no  home  at  nil; 

I  broke  ber  heart,  i>et,  after  the  lmll."—ChoruK, 


THE   VOLUNTEER    ORGi^KIST. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Si-aiildlng  &  Komder. 
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Words  by  Wm.  D.  G^enioy.    Mualo  by  Henry  Lamb. 

The  preacher  in  the  villauo  church  or.e  S'ind;iy  morning  said: 

"Oiir  orgiinift  is  ill  to-tiny,  "  ill  soii'emc  (.lay  iiifteadr " 

An  anxious  look  crept  o'er  the  fuci;  iit  every  person  thpr<»,  \ 

As  eaL'erly  ihey  watched  to  see  w  h</<t  f.ll  ilie  viic-inr  chair. 

A  man  Hien  ctaL'i:ered  down  the  aisle  w  hose  cloihes  were  old  and  torn; 

How  viraiige  a  driinknrd  seemed  to  me  in  church  on  SnnUay  morui 

But  as  he  louclied  the  origan  ke>s  wiilKuit  a  siliK'e  word, 

The  melody  that  followed  was  the  sweetest  ever  heard. 

I?EFI(AIK. 

The  scone  xvos  one  I'll  ne'er  forirot  n«  long  ns  I  may  live,  *. 

And  jiint  to  M-e  .U  o'er  aRain  all  t-arthly  wealth  I'd  give; 
'J'lio  congrt-g:ii'.>n  ail  amazed,  the  preacher  ohi  ami  t;ray. 
The  ort;au  aud  thu  organist  wliu  Vuluntevted  to  play. 

Each  eye  shod  fears  wUhln  that  church,  the  stronccst  men  grew  pale. 

The  ortialiiHt  in  ir.eloily  had  told  bis  own  life's  tale; 

'I'lie  sermon  of  the  preacher  was  no  lesson  to  compare 

Willi  that  of  life's  example  who  sat  in  Ihe  oruaii  chair. 

And  w  hen  the  service  ended  not  a  soul  bad  left  a  peat, 

Excpt  the  poor  old  organist,  who  started  loward  the  street; 

Aion^  the  aisle  and  out  the  door  be  slowly  walked  away. 

The  preacher  rose  and  softly  said:  "  Good  brethren,  let  us  pra/."— i?</hlin. 


i:  : 


TWO    LITTLE    GIRLS    IN    BLUE. 
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Words  and  31  utlc  by  Chas.  Oraham.  ' 

An  old  m.in  pnzed  on  aphotocraph  in  the  locket  he'd  worn  for  )'ear«: 
His  nephew  then  asked  him  the  reason  w  liy  that  ]iictnrc  bad  caused  lilm  tears. 
"Come,  lifteii,"  he  said,  "I  will  tell  yoii,  hid,  a  story  that's  stiango  but  true — 
Your  faliher  aud  I  at  the  school  one  day  met  two  iillle  girls  iu  blue. 

Refrain. 

Two  little  girls  in  bine,  lad,  two  little  eirls  In  bine: 

They  were  sisterx,  we  were  broihers,  nod  learned  to  love  Ihe  two,     •    .       ' 

And  one  little  jrirl  In  blue,  lad,  who  won  yonr  father's  heart. 

Became  your  moiher;  I  married  the  other,  but  wc  have  drifted  aparL 


"That  piciiiro  Is  one  of  those  cirls,"  ho  said,  "and  to  me  she  was  once  a  wife; 
T  thought  her  unfaithful,  we  ouarreled,  lad,  and  parted  that  night  for  life. 
My  fancy  of  jealousy  wronired  a  heart,  a  henri.  that  wan  eood  and  true. 
For  two  belter  girls  never  lived  than  they,  those  two  little  girls  in  blue."— J?^< 


■  -■■\'-^:--- 


SINCE  MY  MOTHER'S  DEAD  AND  GONE. 


SONG    AND    CHORUS. 
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Andante  moderato. 
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1.  lu  that   dear      old  vil  -  lagu    church  -  yard, 

2.  I  was  young,  but  I        re    -    mem    -    ber 

3.  Oft  I      wan  -  der  to     that    church  -  yard, 
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Words  and  Music  by  J.  P.  SkellT, 
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There  I       see      a       moss  -  y 

Well  the  night  my    moth  -  er 

Flow'rs        to    plant  with     ten  -  der 
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In  the      cold      and       si     -     lent    ground. 

Till  she     called     me         to  her       side, 

Dark    -    uess     finds      me     weep    -    ing      there,- 
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Gen      -     tly      waves    the      weep  -  ing 
Say      -     ing,    "dar  -   ling,        I        must 
Look    -     ing        at       the       sky        a  - 
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But 

Pray 

There 
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my   heart    is      sad    and      lone 

that    we    may  meet    in       Heav 

is       no     one    left      to        love 
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en, 
me, 
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Since        my  moth -er's    de^d     and     gone! 
When    your  moth -er's    d^'«d    and    gone!" 
Since      my  moth -er's    dead    and    gone! 


CHORUS. 
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stray    with    heart      for   -    lorn; 
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For 
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there's     no        one       left 
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love 
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-^: 


/^ 


me,         Since  mj'         moth    -     er's  dead 
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THE    LITTLE    MUSICIAN. 
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Words  by  John  Butler.    Music  by  J.  F.  Mahooy. 


The  MtMe  miielcinn  pinypd  ilie  o!d  Bonus  thnt  we  loved  in  the  days  of  yore. 

And  9'veeter  mns<ic  \>  ms  invt-r  l.enrd  in  all  tliis  world  before; 

Ilt^r  fliiL-eru  run  swiftly  o"it  tlie  leys,  n  fniry's  liands  were  there. 

And  tlie  harmony  filled  our  liearts  with  love  for  that  child  so  grand  and  fair. 

CnoBus. 
Tim  llifle  mnsiclan  played  nnd  sang  with  a  penlns  seldom  heard, 
Siie  bud  the  Boft  toncli  of  an  angel  and  the  sweet  notes  of  a  bird. 

Tlie  little  mnsicliiii'8  face  wna  bright  and  her  voice  was  sweet  and  clear. 

And  ilie  8i>in,'»,  fo  softiv  played  lo  us,  wen;  lu-iiutifiil  to  hear; 

It  eeeined  to  nil  that  this  liitle  cliiid  posst-ssed  t)>e  Kieat  master's  art. 

She  played  and  sang  with  native  charm  that  captured  ev'ry  hetiTt.—  Chnrut. 


Love  Will  Bring  Me  Back  Again. 

Copyrlirht,  MDCCCXCIV,  by  Henry  J.  Wehman. 
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WorJs  and  Music  by  J.  P.  Skelly. 


A  sailor  ptood  on  the  silent  shore, 

Hi<  loviiiL'  liisinii!  by  bis  side; 
Bi9  ship  woiiid  siiil  uitii  the  morning's  light 

To  \:ivi\n  iicross  llie  ocean  wide. 
Ills  litart  WMS  fud  ns  he  saw  the  teara 

Fall  from  Iter  eyes,  lier  clie<-k  to  stain; 
"Don"!  urlcve.  eweeiliearr,  tlio' "e  most  p«rt| 

True  love  will  bring  me  bttCli  aguiu  " 

CaoRCS. 
Love  wl'l  hrlng  me  IwcU  Benin  over  the  ocean  wide, 
Ev.  r  fondU  to  ii-mMin  close  hy  my  darllnij's  side; 
'l';ioa!.'H  t-Mro  inav  dlni  >  our  loving  eyes,  loolilnK  for  me  In  vain. 
Remember  tins,  witii  paniiig  kiss,  love  will  bring  me  back  again. 

He  sailed  a  way  nt  the  dawn  of  day. 

His  love  i>iill  lolli  from  him  to  part: 
Bl<<!  w.itclied  ihe  ship  till  'twas  out  of  sight, 

Tncn  turned  av>av  with  acidng  heart. 
The  sailor  boy  to  Ida  vow  was  true. 

He  fci.t  tills  mes^a^e  o'er  the  main: 
"Ciiecr  up.  my  own,  tlion^h  left  alone. 

True  love  will  bring  me  back  again."— CAono. 

-         The  vears  went  liy,  bnt  no  tidings  came 

Of  him  that  la»8le  held  so  dear: 
In  nilent  prayer  she  breaiiied  Ills  name, 

While  vviii'ting  iiiere  in  hope  and  fear 
At  last  he  Clime,  with  glowing  face, 

Ui>on  his  lips  that  gad  refrain: 
"Oh,  s><e»i heart  mine,  my  Joy  divine. 

True  love  Las  brought  me  back  again."— PA«ru«. 


Don't  Leave  the  Old  Home,  Mamie. 
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VTords  and  Music  by  Will  H.  Fox.    Arrangement  by  O.  M.  Rosenbent. 

The  scone  an  liumble  d wellinc;.  with  hearth-fire  burning  bright; 

.\  futlur  and  a  moilier,  trny  In  yt'ari>. 
All'  I  dkiii'.:  to  their  duuiihier,  ilieir  pride,  their  iiearts'  dollglit, 

With  voice-"  l'>w  and  eyr»  bedimmed  with  tears. 
The  child  has  toid  iier  parents  that  love  has  w  on  her  heart. 

That  she  will  leave  tln-m  both  ero  iimiiy  days; 
Her  w  ords  cause  tears  onew  from  two  souls  so  good  and  true. 

And  this  Is  «  hat  her  dear  old  father  says: 

Chorus. 
"Don't  leave  the  old  home,  Mamie;  from  temptation  refrain, 
Ton  l-now  it  w  111  biii'g  sorrow,  wu  may  never  meet  OKaln; 
Ilid  liuu  come  liiTe  and  ninrry  \ou,  then  «ith  ns  both  remain, 
•i'wonid  bleak  your  dear  old  mother 'a  heart,  were  jou  to  love  lu  vain" 

"Ton  say  he  loves  yon,  danehter;  then  let  him  prove  it,  dear; 

If  ihls  he  tiue,  he  won't  nsk  yuii  to  roam: 
lie  Unows  you  arc  our  Jewel,  our  only  guiding  Star. 

Why  rlio'uld  be  dim  the  brii:htness  <>f  our  honuT" 
The  mother  pleads,  "  My  loved  one,  false  steps  wreck  many  a  boms; 

Riinidn  «iih  us,  npoii  my  i;iiefc8  I  pray. 
Don't  say  tlnit  we  miiKt  part,  do  not  break  yonr  mother's  heart, 

<Uut  listeu  to  what  father  has  to  say:"— C'Aortj*. 


A    BROTHER'S    LOVE; 

-OBt- 

The  Vagrant  Son. 

Copyright,  18M.  by  The  S.  Biidnard's  Sons  Co. 


The  Words  and  Huilo  of  this  Snnir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  u>  any  ad- 
dress, pust-pald,  on  receipt  of  tO  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlier  Souks  for  t  iiie  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  13ti  dt  132  Park  R^w.  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street.  Chicaga 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab'>ve  ait(ire--8e8  for  Free  Catidotriie  of  Sonus,  S.'ng  BooU^ 
8lM«t  Musto.  Qei-nuui  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Joke  iteoks,  et«. 


Words  by  Rorry  C.  Clyde.    Music  by  H.  C.  Tomer. 

A  tramp  once  told  the  tale  to  me  that  I'll  relate  to  you. 

He  said,  I've  not  been  always  thus,  once  belter  days  i  knew; 

My  home  was  in  a  inansion,  where  all  thlnu's  were  of  liie  best 

I  had  a  darllni;  sister  then,  with  beauty  she  wiis  lilest; 

I  loved  her  but  too  fondly,  for  I  s.icrlflced  my  home. 

And  heard  my  father's  corses  as  he  drove  me  forth  to  roam. 

Chorus. 

A  poor  anil  vagrant  son,  an  oiiicast,  wand*ring  one 
I  bore  my  fu;her'n  cuisu  and  roamed  away; 

'TIs  for  a  hister's  sake  the  scorn  or  man  I  take- 
Thai's  why  I  am  without  a  home  to-day. 

My  sister  had  n  snltor,  who  bad  naught  bnt  love  to  give, 

Shu  cared  for  hiiii  with  pagsiou  that  was  born  to  over  live; 

And  tempted  by  the  love,  nlait,  that  knows  no  wrong  or  right. 

From  father's  safe  she  took  a  sum  to  aid  tliem  In  their  flight. 

'Twos  I  who  caught  them  in  the  theft  at  silent  midniu'lil  time, 

'Twas  I  who  saw  them  botli  escapu  and  leave  their  mark  uf  crime.— CAorta. 

I  heard  my  father's  footstep  cnming  from  the  room  above — 

8he  was  iny  sister,  and  no  tonuuo  could  ever  tell  my  love: 

My  only  liioiiKht  was  liow  to  save  her  name  from  siich  disirrace,        '■ 

And  thoneh,  from  that  day  nnio  this,  I've  never  Seen  her  face, 

I  let  my  father  think  that  1  had  been  the  guilty  thief; 

He  drove  me  forth,  a  vanrant  son,  to  life  of  shame  and  grief.— CAotn*. 


TWIG-G-Y   VOO. 

Ooivrlgbt*  USt,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co.    EiigUih  copyitght  seotired. 
All  rights  reserved. 


The  Words  and  Muslo  of  this  Snntr,  arranireil  for  the  piano,  « ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dren,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  or  to  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  otlirr  Sonirs  for  due  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  ISii  *  132  Park  R^w,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madisun  8ti  t>et,  Chlcaso. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  ad(lre^se.<<  for  Fiee  Cat>do(rii«  of  Sonss,  S<>n|r  lloolcs, 
Bbeet  Muaio,  Qermaii  Sung  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  by  Rivbard  Norton.    Music  by  Oeo.  Le  Bruiin. 

When  you're  giving  folks  advice,  or  you're  telling  stories  nice, 

I  S';ouldiri  tell  tne  end  if  I  were  you: 
For  to  cut  it  sliort  is  best,  you  can  let  them  gness  the  rest. 

Twiggy  voo.  my  boysl  Twiguy  voo! 
When  young  Jones,  at  number  four,  rushes  headlong  from  the  door. 

Culls  a  Cab,  says,  drive  to  Doctor  L<>rd-knows-wlio, 
Returns  with  doctor,  then  It's  worse;  "  there  are  two,  sir,"  says  the  narse— 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiggy  voo  I 

Chorits. 

Twiggy  voo,  my  l)oyst  Twiggy  voot 

Well,  of  course,  it  stands  to  renson  that  you  do; 

To  the  force  and  reason  in  It,  you  can  tumble  in  a  minnte; 
Twiggy  voo,  my  boys!  Twigt'y  vool 

When  it's  raining  like  a  flood  and  the  streets  are  full  of  mud. 

What  lots  of  pretty  girls  appear  on  view- 
Tho'  their  dresses  look  so  mut,  yet  they  like  to  cross  the  street, 

Twiggy  voo,  my  lioys!  Twiggy  vool 
As  they  stand  on  corners  n<-ar,  liow  the  fellows  watch  each  dear. 

Married  ones  and  slnijle  ones — of  course,  they  do — 
And  ev'ry  male,  for  miles  around,  then  is  staring  at  the  ground, 

Twl»;gy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiggy  vool— Chorus. 

Now  the  darling  girls  all  wed.  Just  for  love,  we  hear  it  said— 

At  least,  in  all  the  novels  so  they  do: 
But  a  nice  engagement  ring,  nt  with  diamonds.  Is  the  thing. 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  Twiirgy  vool 
If  an  old  guy  falls  in  love  with  some  little  turtle  dove. 

And  he  says,  "I've  lots  of  gold,  pray,  wed  me,  do!" 
She'll  say,  "Just  settle  on  me.  dear,  twenty  thousand  cash  a  year." 

Twiggy  voo,  my  bojsl  Twiggy  vool— c'Aorw#. 

When  a  lady  finds  a  note  in  her  hnsiiand's  bus'ness  coat, 

A  letter  that  is  signed  by  Maud  or  Loo, 
He  will  say  'twas  one  he  found  Just  outside,  while  looking  *roand — 

Twiggy  voo,  my  boysl  'I'wigL'v  vool 
If  that  night  he  Journeys  out  and  she  follows  him  about. 

She  will  find  liim  with  a  girl  In  pink  or  blue; 
He'll  say  It  Is  bis  niece.  Miss  Brown,  who  came  suddenly  to  town. 

Twiggy  VOO,  my  boysl  Twiggy  vool-  Chorut. 


—As  Advertised.  —Like  the  broljen  lily  she  drooped  under  tlie 
crushing  blow.  "Sir,"  her  father  cried,  fiercely,  "  is  it  thnt  she 
i.s  poor  and  you  are  rich?  Do  you  not  feel  that  my  daughter  bus  a 
claim  on  you  after  you  have  culled  to  see  her  every  evening  for 
six  months?"  Tho  youth  smiled  sardonically.  "  No,"  be  answered, 
••Look!"  Rapidly  turning  the  leaves  of  the  Sunday  newspaper, 
pointed  to  the  fateful  words  of  tho  old  man's  advertisement:  "  No 
trouble  to  show  goods." — TVuth. 
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HAVE  YOU  SEEN   HER? 


Words  by  Geokge  Ck)OPBR. 
Tempo  di  Vahe. 
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1.  Have 

2.  Have 

3.  Have 


-qz: 


you 
you 
you 


'^- 


-)- 


'■^- 


seeu         her?     She'8        the 
seen  her?      You  can 

seen  her?      She  the 


'^- 


fair     -      est         lit 
tell  her         bv 

treas    -     ure         of 


Music  by  Geo.  C.  Edwards. 
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tie        girl  in         all  the 

the        sun    -    shine       in  her 

my       heart  for    -    ev      -      er  - 


i 


world, 
face; 
more. 


::^- 
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She's 

a 

beau 

ty! 

she's 

the 

rar    - 

est! 

She's 

a 

Not 

a 

maid 

■      en 

can 

ex 

eel 

her 

In 

her 

And 

to 

kuow 

her 

is    ■ 

a 

pleas  - 

ure; 

She's 

the 

I 


I: 


'^- 
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^ 


:t= 


:s: 
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rose  with  dew 

love       -       li       -      ness 
girl  that  I 


im    -    pearled, 
and         grace, 
a     -      ^ore. 


'^- 


t: 


HZ. 


t 


=^: 
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There's  a 

There  ar» 

An       -       y 


it 

_ — — -^- 


p 


:^ 


would       not         be 
girl  80       good 

■ent        my      heart 


± 


'^- 


win  -  ning 
girls       of 
home     her 


-&- 


way 

wealth 

•mild 


-^. 


bout      her, 

That 

I 

nev 

er 

saw 

be 

-      fore, 

splen  -  dor, 

But 

I'd 

rath 

er 

have 

one 

smile 

bright  -  en. 

As 

the 

stars 

the 

sky 

a      - 

bove; 

a  - 
and 
would 


with  -  out  her 

and       ten     -     der 

to         light    -     en 


And  I 

That  I 

With         the 


love 
think 
bless 


her 

of 

ing 


more       and 
all  the 

of  her 
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REFRAIN. 
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Have 


'^- 


12^ 
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you       seen    her?        Have         you      seen    her?        She's 


the 


:^ 


dar 


-I 


-( 


?2: 


ling       girl 


for 


i 


me. 


:?2: 


She's 


-^- 
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the      neat  -   est. 


She's 


the      sweet  -  est, 


:^" 


'-^ 


-& — 


-I — 


And  our      wed  -  ding 


1^ 


•oon      will 


^-^ 


be. 


/T\ 


ad  lib. 


7?r 


-/— ^- 


'^^- 


-^-\ 


Oh,. 


T 


-Si'- 


■i- 


\:i^ 


i 


boys,  And 
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D.8.  cd  Fine. 
our       wed  -  ding      soon     will     be. 


The  complete  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  had  for  40  cents  per  copy,  of  any  Music  Dealer  In  tlM 
Uiiited  States  or  Canadaj  or  firom  ttaa  Publisher,  HSNBY  J.  WSHMAN,  ISO  *  282  SUdt  Sow,  ITow  York. 


THE  DYING 


MESSAGE. 


BALLAD. 


Words  by  A.  H.  Noe. 
„  Andante  con  espressione. 


Music  by  J.  P.  Skellt. 
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1.  Raise  the  win-dow  high  -  er, 

2.  How    he  gained  niv  youug    af 

3.  Glad  -  ly  I         o  -  l)ey      the 

4.  Tell   him  that     it       is        a 


moth-er, 

air  can      nev  -  er     harm 

me 

now, 

Let   the 

fe»5  -  tion, 

vow-ing       in    most   ten    - 

der 

tone 

That   he 

sum  -  nious 

to     a     bright  and     bet   - 

ter 

land, 

Where  no 

tolc  -  eu 

of    for  -  givc-uess    and 

of 

peace- 

Harlc!   I 

IzzizirJS 


fe=^ 


srfS: 


t-^ 


l)reeze  blow    in       up  -    on      me,        it  will     cool       my    fe  -  vered  brow; 

would    for  -  ev  -  er  guard    me,  were  my  heart     but  his      a    -  lone ; 

hearts    are  won    and  bro  -  ken,  but  all     form        a     hap  -  py  band ; 

bear     bis  voice,    it  pass  -  eth ;  will  this     an  -  guish  nev  •  er  cease? 


s 


I: 


— ^ — P — ^ — ^- 


o  -  ver,  soon  be    stilled  this   ach  -  ing  heart, 

trust  -  ed,  how  my  thoughts  wore  all        of  him — 

dar  -  ling,  tho' my    form  you     see       no  more; 

com  -  ing —  no, 'tis     but     the     rust  -  ling  trees; 


i^E 


— ^- 


:?-; 


I^^ 


m 


1C3jS 


Soon  death's  struggles    will    be 
You    re  -  mem  -  oer    how     I 
Do    not    chide  him,  moth-er, 
Haric!  I        hear    his    foot-steps 


7«!:,^v 


>•■  •'■. 


^^ 


But  I       have   a      dy  -  ing     mes-sage   I  would 
Draw  the     cur -tain  high  -  er,    moth-er,   for    the 
Grii'venot,  think  me    on   -   ly     wait -ing  for    you 
Strange  how  my   dis  -  or  -  dered     fan  -  cy  caught  his  : 


-V-f-N- 


give     be 
light     is 
on      the 
foot  -  fall 


fore 

grow 

oth 

on 


we 
ing 
er 

part: 
dim. 
shore. 

he 

breeze. 

=H ^ 0-0- 


:^z=^ 


-V 

Lay  my  head    up  -  on    your 
Need  I       tell     vou    how     he 
Do  not  chide  liim,  moth-er, 
I    am    cold  now,  close    the 


bos 

-  om. 

fold  me 

left 

me, 

cold  -  Iv 

dar 

•  ling, 

th(»'  you 

wm  • 

■  dow, 

fold  me 

clos  -  er,    moth-er, 
put  -  ting    me      a- 
miss    me  from  your 
clos  -  er —  kiss    me. 


1 1^ ts^ H 

^ ^ ^ 


dear,  Wliile  I      breathe  a     name  long 

side.  How  he     wooed  and  won     an    • 
side,  I    for  -   give   him,  and      I 

too ;  Joy !  what  means  that  burst    of 


si  -  lent, 
oth  -  er, 
wish  him 
mu  -  sic? 


9    ^ — 
in  thy 
and  now 
ioy  with 
His   the 


■^- 


'S- 


15: 


fond  and     lov   - 

ing 

ear; 

Mother, 

claims  her     as 

his 

bride? 

Life  has 

her      to       be 

his 

bride ; 

Take  this 

Sav-iour's  voice. 

I 

know ; 

See  Him 

— N- 


there        is 
been        a 
ring      from 
wait  •   ing 


-^ 


^- 


one —     you     know  him- 

wea    -    ry        bur  -  den 

off         my        fin    -  ger, 

to  re  -   cfcive  me' 


5^ 


.- /. 


V V— 


oh,      I 

can   - 

not 

speak 
deep  - 

his 

since  those 

hours 

of 

est 

where  he 

placed 

it 

long 

a 

oh,    how 

great 

a 

bliss 

to 

§' 


ie — 


name,        You     re  - 
woe—     Wipe  theso 


Give     it 
Moth  •  er, 


I 


I: 


-^.=^i- 


raU. 


-h 


■f^-Ji 


l^. 


mem 

-    ber 

how 

cold 

drops 

from 

to 

him 

with 

meet 

your 

child 

he  sought  me,  how 
my  fore  -  head,  they 
a        bless    -    ing,       that 


In       Heav 


en, 


one 


with       lov     -     ing  words 

are      death     marlcs  well 

in         dy     -     ing  I 
id 


more 


kiss. 


an( 


then — 
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he      came. 
I       know, 
be  -    stow, 
good  -  bye. 


The  complete  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song  can  be  had  for  40  cents  per  copy,  of  any  Music  Dealer  in  the 
United  States  or  Canada;  or  from  the  Publisher.  HENBY  J.  WSHMAN,  ISO  U  132  Park  Bow,  New  fork. 


Pnco  as  ContB. 


*  PRICE    25    CENTS. 

Gine  9(udtoaf)(  toiQiocr  ^ottv'dfie  fitr  gcfcmge  ftteife, 
li^ttinovifafdje  9(itffaQe  uitb  G)cbid)te,  6:ou))Utd 

!Ca»  f bftt  frliifnene 5Bu4  foil  toor|ufl8h»<t5e  beftimmt  Ul".  oOf n  bfiwn  qIS  5BeQtt»f ifet 
lu bitnfn,  toeli)t  mil Sortrfigen  auS  bem  ©ebicte  ber  beiteren  ^idjtung  in  ®t\tU\i)aftS. 
hfiif"  fxb  iPeifatl  erringen  hjotlen.    CS  entbalt  eine  rciAbalfifle  Sammlung  bumotifti. 

1(^<t  OortragSftiidf  ton  crprobtet  StBirff omieit,  \o  bafe  ^titx  efwaS  fiir  ibn'^ajtenbcg 
larin  finbtn  nirb.    „Witx  9iitltt  bringt,  tcirb  Wanibem  etioaS  bringen"  tear  baS 

iJJotto  beS  fc)erQu§gebet§,  uiib  toer  eincn  ©lid 
ouf  baS  Sn^altSberjcitbnife  ipirft,  iDirbbamit 
iibercinftimmen,  bafe  biejcS  3'<i  txreiijt  ift. 
9!ebfn  ben  ^umorbollen  Iid^tungcn  (ineS 
eaflfOi,  ©6rncr,  ©opbir  JIKauritiuS,®aub»j, 
ftolijcb,  ©lofebrenner,  ^robif(^),  «.  jc.  — 
9lam«n,  btc  feincS  KommenlorS  bebiirfcn  — 
finbft  Tt*  eine  ganje  "Umatjl  lum  erften  SKale 
tm  Irud  erid)eincuber  iBortrdgc  bon  in  bieri* 
gen  il'eretnsrtcijen  beftbcfannlenfcumoriftcn. 
mlleS  in  9infm  genommen,  bilbct  bicfcS  SBui 
fin  buinotiftiittjeS  !EeflQniQtorium,  ba§  alien 
f^reunben  bf«  t^umotS  unb  berX;)eiterfeit  mil 
beftem  ©cnjijjcn  cmpfoblen  tocrben  fann.  ffles 

tonberg  \ti  ben  Witgliebern  bon  SPeteincn, 
ilubS  JC.  ongcrofben,  ftd^  tn  benSBefife  befjel. 
ben  lufehen;  benn  teie  mantber  bon  ibnen 
hjirb  im  H^amili*.,  ^reunbeS.  ober  ©elcU. 
IdiaftSfreife  oufgcfotbert,  etwaS  borjutragen, 
unb  gercitl)  babci  mniibtgcringcaJetleoenljeit 
—  baS  eine  ©ebidit  ift  }u  lang,  ba§  anbere 
pafet  mi)t  fiir  ben  ^toerf,  bem  e§  bienen  foU, 
u.  f.  to.  3niffie!)man'§  SllbumiftiRatljge. 
fcbafft,  benn  e§  ent^dlt  in  bunter  9lbn)e(bSlung 
fomifdje  l^ortrage,  ©ouplets,  eolo^Scberje, 
Garnit)aI3.S?ortrQgeK.,unbiebe@e(d)ma(I§. 
tidituna  ift  barin  bertreten.  e§  toirb  outb 
SCemjentgen,  weldjer  feinen  beflamatorifdien 
©ebraud;  babon  nta(6t,  beim  2efen  ^oljen 
©enufe  berciten.  —  let  tHufroanb  bon  3eit 
unb  ©fib  fUr  blffeS  ttbet  tin  ^unbert  ber  beften  bumoriftifien  leflamationen  entbal. 
Imbe  9uS)  ftebt  in  feinem  SerbaltniS  ju  bem  *JPrei§  befielben  —  jJ5  @riit9.  ier 
fcerauSgeber  glaubt  jeboi^  in  ^infiii^t  aur  bie  beifpiellole  SBiQigfeit,  unb  ttieil  baS  Su^ 
elnem  wabren  SBebilrfnifc  entlpricbt,  auf  bie  toeitefte  Serbteituna  befjelben  tedbneniu 
Wtfeti.  

5"  ti<}'»f)'n  bur<taneS9uftb5nblerunb3Htunn5age»«en  In  ben  Bereinigten  ©tcaten 
unb  Sanaba.  fonit  gegen  Sinfenbung  beS  S3etcagcg  in  SBtieimailen  birett  unb  franto 
»om  ^erauSgebet     ;, 

Addreoa  ail  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicaieo  honse,  whichever  Is  nearest  to  yon, 

^  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  ^ 

180  ft   132  Park  Row,  126  W.  Madison  Street. 


NEW   YORK. 


CHICAGO. 


I'S  MINSTREL  SKETCHES. 
CONUNDRUMS  AND  joke: 


PRICE    25   CENTS. 

A  book  fan  and  rannlns-oT«r  with 
0fS»  splitting  fun.  It  eoDtJtlns  Conun- 
drums that  will  set  the  whole  continent 
■fiissBlria,',  and  then  they'll  have  to  olT* 
*ain  up  half  the  time.  Jokee  and  Qag* 
for  End  Men— the  bet*  lot  of  these  fun- 
ny answers  and  quenMons  erer  pai>- 
llabed.  NeffTo  tketcnes— the  Minstrel 
and  BhowmaJD  will  nnd  in  this  book  all 
Che  sketchee  ther  want  to  set  a  house  In 
•  rlp-roarious  laughter.  It  also  con- 
tains aU  the  latert  }okes  of  Thatcher, 
Primrose  Sc  West,  Camcroea',  and 
BaTerly's  Ulnstrelaj  also  of  such  come- 
Umis  as  Hamsan  A  Hart,  BlUr  Rice, 
Oos  WUllamii.  Pat  Rooney,  J  K.  Em- 
MStt.  S&m  Devere,  and  many  others 
•qoally  prominent.  In  fact.  It  contains 
tts  ban  and  moat  coroprenenslTe  col- 
laoUon  of  Sketches,  Ck>nuudrums  and  ^^ 
Jokes  erer  sold  at  so  low  a  price.    Sent  ^ 


hj  mall,  DosHMid,  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  2S  Cants.  V.  S.  postage 
•tamps,  of  any  ftanonilnatlon,  taken 


iFBCUi/— FIt»  copies  for  fl.  Get  foor 
«(  your  friends  to  club  In  with  roa  at 
ti  cents  each,  "'«*-<"g  $1  In  all,  and 
ttareby  get  your  own  book  tree.  This 
•tfer  holds  good  at  any  ttm*.  Remem- 
the  title,    *'WKHKijr*»   KunrmB. 

ID    JOKKS." 

SoogB. 


§Hid  for  a  tra*  oatak)giM  ot 


%aoka,  etc.,  «te. 


AddreM  «U  orders  to  either  oar  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whIcheTer  Is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J.  WEHiAN,  ^ 


180  A  182  Park  Row. 
NEW   YORK. 


186  W.  BKadiaon  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


.  _^^       PRICE   25   CENTS. 

niB  new  Practical  Poultry  Book  Alls  a  lotii;  rplt  want  for  a  Complete  and  Staadwd 
Oulde  for  the  Bi-eediner  and  Manatr<?nient  ft  Toulciy  for  Domestic  Ufx-  and  the  ltark«t% 
the  buU<iiiijrof  Heciii.-iifs.anil  models  theref..r:  Inculiators.  fidrc-Hatohinir,  etc  Wekr* 
tnforiiK'd,  from  t{'"«l  auihoiity,  that  niaiiy  obi -fashioned  fiimieni  are  inclined  to  d^ 
credit  the  statement  tlial  tliere  is  Money  in  I'oultry— wh>l  because  they  aitt  not  nostad 
intlienew  and  inipi-oved  ideosin  poultrr  maiiatrem'-iit.  A  little  trial  of  the  rules  laid 
down  In  tlUH  book  will  soon  di8i>el  all  niisKivniKo  in  this  direction,  ami  tend  tn  conrtooo 
the  most  sceptical  thatthere  ig  Money  in  Poulny-Keepinif.  Every  fmmer.everT  hrrertst. 
every  poultry  deiiltr,  every  man  or  woman  havine  availulile  Ki-ouiid,  every  peition  haTliW 
one  or  more  fo"  la.  ou^ht  to  secure  n  ci'py  ot  this  book  ai  once— ««  it  means  Dollai-s  ad 
Oeiite  in  their  i>ockete  i(  its  instructions  are  pnutiC'  d—i>erhaps affluence  ir  <'OMductM  M 

>  business.    The  iiiforniation  it  com 


Is  not  founded  on  hearsay,  but   „_ 
tallied  riom  the  most  reliable  sour, 
that  la.  it  contains  only  fivt'ti-al  Infor 
Uon  about  poalti-y,  etc.,  such  as  t 

tried  for  years  and  foumi  to  be  l 

tory  flnaiiolaliy  and  othei-wise.'WWe  hav* 
Bpaied  no  piilns.  time  or  extiense  In  M^ 
tiiiK  uu  this  book,  and  we  feel  oonflJtNl 
that  it  8  only  a  question  uf  time  when  «• 
Will  reip  the  fruits  or  om  latKir  in  tk» 
shape  of  tliuusanils  of  mail  orders  forth* 
Bame,  na  It  "si>ejiks  for  itself,"  and  wll^ 
therefore,  l>e  i  ecoinnieiuled  by  all  Its  pa» 
chasers  as    a    Complete  and   Staooai^ 


Oulde.  It  is  w"rth  many  times  Its  < 
even  a  pei-son  reailiiifr  it  ineraly  for  ttd 
Instmctioii  nnil  knowledire  it  imparts  fi^ 
ganliuK  p  'Ultiy  without  any  IntenitoaoC 
praciicinir  the  same,  not  to  say  the  iMil 
about  lis  value  to  the  farmer,  breedar,  •* 
poultry  dealer.  Any  farmer,  breeder,  cr 
poultry    denier  who   hasn't   a  copy   eC 

WEHMAN'S    I'RACTICAI.    rot'LTRT   BOOX  It 

not  abreast  uf  the  times,  and  Is  luslag 
money  every  day  that  he  is  without  IE 
Many  faring i-s  IiM>k  to  their  agrioaltand 
journals  for  Information  in  this  !!■■ 
which  Is  very  good  so  far  as  It  ffoes,  bui 
It  CoCMii't  rover  the  whole  matter  troM 
beginning  to  end  In  one  irgue,  while  I* 
this  bo<ik  they  can  And  all  the  rellabto  ta- 
(oriiiatioii  they  desire  in  compact  fom, 
and  It  costs  but  a  quarter.  The  followlag 
are  a  small  -wrtiou  of  the  topics  traatsd 
In  this  bo(Jc  How  to  Siart  and  Stoek  • 
Bennery;  Poultrv  Houses,  Cheap  and  Expensive:  Ynnis  i>xri^  and  Enclosures;  Poultry 
Keepinir  for  Proflt;  Toulti?  on  a  Lart.-e  8<-ule;  Poultry  Haii>iii|ir  as  a  Business,  FssdlaC 
andLayint;;  Winter  E».'(t  Proiluction;  TheHatcliing  Period;  Piepnrinir  Nests  for  gill  Wli 
BpHug  Breeding  of  Puullry;  The  Hens  for  Farmers,  How  to  Produce  Layem;  Qood  and 
Cheap  IncuLiators;  How  lo  Raiso  Aitillriallv-Hatcned  Chickens;  Cap<inulng:  PMkillC 
EgKS  for  Blarket;  Packint;  Poultry  for  Market;  Feeding  Hoppers;  Drinking  rnunfsl— 
and  Oraln  ('lieste;  E^trs  and  Pullets;  Preserving  EUrtrs;  Diseases  of  Poultry— ChlelUA 
Cholera,  Pip,  Gajies,  Roup,  Scaly  Lesrs,  Li'-e,  IVg  Ealing,  C;r<>p-Bound  Fowb,  •»«.(  mi 
Plymouth  Rocks;  the  Wyainl.'ttHS;  the  Brown  Li-ghorns;  the  Gulden  Spnngied  OrastM 
Polish;  the  White  Crested  Bla-k  Polands:  tlie  Lan^shans;  the  Silver  Spangled  Bap- 
burirhs;  the  Houdans;  the  Buff  Cochins;  the  Wliite  Cochins;  the  White  Leghnms:  Ma 
Golden  Penciled  Hambur«ri'S;  the  White  Sliaiigliaes,  the  La  Flecbe  Fowls;  the  Qraj 
Dorkinn;  the  Brahmas.  Game  Fowls;  aninms,  etc.;  Manavemeiit  of  Chickens:  '^'"'■y 
Poillti-y;  Pi-epailnt?  A^'ainst  Vermin;  Fencing;  Maiiiigenieiit  of  Ducks;  Raising  Turken 
Fattening  Geese,  etc.,  etc.  It  would  take  many  patres  to  explnin  fully  (he  merits  uf  tall 
book,  as  It  is  replete  with  everything  worth  knowing  about  the  Breeding  and  1lliim> 
ment  of  Poultry,  etc.  The  information  it  contains  k  not  only  reliable,  but  modem  aad 
economieaL  If  you  purchase  this  t>ook,  you  will  never  reirret  having  done,  for  It  to 
money  wisely  spent.  Do  not  delay  In  sending  for  it;  you  neverhave  andnevercan  maka 
a  better  investment  for  a  quarter.  It  is  profusely  Illustrated,  with  hamlsome  cover,  aad 
la  a  flrst-ctaas  t>ook  In  everv  respect.  It  is  sold  at  a  price  that  places  it  within  reaoh  «C 
•TMTbody.vrrtco  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


Address  all  order,  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicugo  house,  whiche«-er  is  iieaj-est  to  yott. 

^  HENRY  J.  WENMAN,  ^ 

180  &  132  Park  Row.  126  W.  Madison  Street. 

NEW    YORK.  CHICAGO. 


WEHMAN'S 

NEW  BOOK  OF 


TRICKS 


—AND- 


TENTRILOQUISTS'  GUIDE. 

PRICE  25  CENTS. 

This  is  the  latest  and  best  book  published  rm  TrlCkS.  Veil* 

triloquism,  Second-Sight  and  Fireside  Mesmer- 
ism. It  is  illustrated  with  ov^r  00  engrb  lugs,  the  InatrnodoM 
tor  performing  are  so  plainly  given  that  any  child,  with  allMO 
practice,  can  do  them,  as  they  only  require  simple  appe** 
ratUS.  We  will  mention  a  few  of  the  tricks  in  this  book:  Bois 
to  eat  a  peck  of  shavings  and  change  them  u,  a  a  ribbon— How  lis 
make  a  dime  pass  through  a  table— How  to  make  fire  bum  nnda  ! 
water— How  to  put  a  ring  through  your  cheek  -  -  d  then  bring  I 
on  a  stick- How  to  make  a  loaf  dance  while  k  Is  baking  InXbi ' 
oven— How  to  cut  off  a  chicken's  head  without  killing  i^-How  « > 
make  ice  In  Summer— How  to  change  water  into  wine— A  lamj  I 
that  will  bum  for  a  year— How  to  cut  off  your  nose— How  to 
make  fireproof  paper— How  to  eat  tow  and  set  it  on  Are  in  yooJ 
mouth— flow  to  produce  a  mouse  from  a  pack  of  caixls— How  ts 
tell  the  number  any  person  thinks  of- How  to  tell  in  advaiMa^ 
card  selected  by  any  one— How  to  tell  If  a  person  Is  In  loTa  > 
How  to  remove  a  man's  shirt  without  taking  off  his  ooat  or  v«i^ 
How  to  hold  a  glass  ot  water  upside  down  without  spilling  it— How  to  become  a  Vent 
triloqulst  uid  |  so  other  equally  aatonishing  tricks,  etc  Old  and  young  sbooldaai 
tall  to  get  this  highly  amusing  and  wonderful  book;  it  will  pot  you  on  the  road  to  ba 
oome  a  Great  Maclolan.  such  as  Hermann.  Heller  and  others.  Donttall  to  gatll 
only  28  cents,  by  mail,  poe^p•id. 


▲ddrea  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  house,  whichever  la  uearsstte  yMb 

^  HENRY  J.  WENUN,  ^ 


180  A  188  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


186  W.  Madison  Str««W 
CHICAGO. 


•-"■  ••■'»..■•  ■ 


Latest  and  Most  Popular  Songs 


WORDS    AND    music   COMPLETE. 


OH,  HOW  1  LOVE  8WEKT  KATHLEEN     Geo.  C.  Edwards 

WalU  Song. 


FORGET  THE   PAST Obo.  E.  Appbl 

SentlmenUI. 


SUSIE,  DO  YOU  LUB  MET Prank  Addis  Kknt 

VegTO  Melody. 


HOW  NICE  THAI'  ALL  MUST  BE  Hahut  8.  Miixkr 

Comic. 


HE  GOT  THE  KINKET  DINK Gko.  C.  EDWARDt> 

Comic. 


WHEN  THE  MAILMAN  COMBS 

ScntimenUI. 


. . .  W.  B.  Davis 


THE  LITTLE  TOY  DRUM Cbas.  Grabaii 

Scntlin«nt«l. 


THERE  S  NO  PLACE  LIKE  THE  OLD  HOME,  AFTER  ALL.. 

8entliii«>iiul.  Waltxr  P.  Km 


HE  MARRIED  RILEY'8  BRIDE Oao.  C.  Edwardo 

roniic,  Irt»h. 


MAGIC  PICTURES   IN  TUB  GRATE LxoNTnts  HTANnxLO 

S«ntiiiienUl. 


TOMORROW'S  ANOTHER  DAY 

Bnritone  Solo. 


. ..W.  D.  Smith 


I  LONG  TO  SEE  THE  OLD  HOME  ONCE  AGAIN..  W.  C.  Parkbr 

S«iiiimciitnl. 


THINKING  OF  ONE  SHE  LOVES Fklix  McGunmoN 

StriitiineiiUl. 


McNALLYS  OLD  BACK  YARD G»o.  C.  Edwards 

Waltz  Song. 


HEARTS  ARE  TRUMPS Frank  Addis  Kint 

Comic. 


KIND    WORDS  J.  P.  Mahony 

Sfiitiiiieiital. 


ONLY  TO  SEE  MY  MOTHER 

Descriptive. 


Lincoln  J.  Pollak 


THE    SWELL    UP  TO  DATE Harrt  8.  Millkr 

Song  Hint  Dance. 


WHEN    WERE  MARRIED   BY-AND  BY Chas.  Edwari's 

Song  and  Dance. 


HOW  DO  YOU  LIKE  IT? Paddt  Mi'rpht 

Topical. 


RAFFLE  FOR  A  WATERBURY  WATCH Harry  S.  Mu-lkr 

Comic. 


UPON  LIFES  OCEAN  CAST  AWAY Gko   J.  Hoitiiwick 

Descriptive. 


WHATS  THE  MATTER  WITH   YOIR  FEET?..     Harrt  S.  Miller 

Comic. 


HE  MARRIED  THE  DAUGHTER.  MOTHKK  AND  ALL 

Comtc.  Hariiy  S.  Millkr 


FARE  THEE   WELL,  MY  LITTLE  SWEETHEART 

Seutiiiiental.  Gio.  J.  Socthwick 


WALKING  ON  DE  RAINBOW  IN  DE  SKY Gao.  C.  Edwabm 

Negro  Melody, 


DAY  BY  DAY  YEARS  HAVE  ROLLED  ON Harry  8   Millkr 

SeiitiinviitjtI. 


CONVERSATION  WATER GsoiieB  Lmtbr 

Cuiivivinl  Song  ami  Clioma. 


LOVE  WILL  BRING  ME  B.ACK  AGAIN.... 

S«-iitini«-Dtnl. 


.J.  P.  SunxT 


THE   LITTLE  MUSICI.^N J.  F. 

Quartette  Song. 


ROAMING"IN  THE  CLOVER GsoMt ! 

Waltz  SoDg. 


THE  WORKINGMAN8  DREAM J.  P  9SkLLY 

Pathetic. 


YOUR  MOTHER  AND  I,  MAGGIE  Waltsb  P.  Km*H 

Sentimental. 


MY  JOHANNA  JOHNSON Edoab  SBU>n 

Btiil«ipl*ii  Song  and  Dance. 


SINCE  MY  MOTHERS  DEAD  AND  GOME... 

Sentimental. 


J.  P.  Skkllt 


ITS  ALL  GONE  NOW Waitkr  P.  Kbkm 

Comic. 


SEEING  JENNIE  HOME Gbo.  C.  Edwaiid« 

WmIik  Song. 


DON'T  FORGET  ME,  MARY J.  P.  Skbllt 

Seniimental. 


HAVE  YOU  SEEN  HER» Geo.  C.  Edwards 

Waiu  Bone. 


THEY  CANT  KEEP   TUB  WORKINGMAN  DOWN J.  Flktchkii 

Seiitinieiitnl 


THE  FACE  UPON  TUB  BARROOM  FLOOR J.  P.  Skkllt 

Descriptive. 


TBE  DYING  GIRL'S  MESSAGE J.  P.  8kkli.t 

Patlietic. 


SWEEt'   I)UK\MS  OF  MOTHER  AND  HOME J.  P.  Skkllt 

Seiiiimeiital. 


BELLEVILLE  COl^VKNT  FIRE Nkd  Straioht 

Patliitic. 


80MK  OTHER  Gli 


■  L  WEAR  THE  RING J   P   Skellt 

Scrio-Comic. 


DARS   .\  NEW  MOO:,   IN  DE  SKY Georok  Lkstkr 

Negro  Meluily. 


DID  Y'OU  NOTICE   ;;'• 


J.  P.  Skxllt 


1'opical. 


ANGEL  MOTHER  WAITS  FOR  ME J.  P.  Skkllt 

Sentimental. 


Any  of  the  above  Songs,  Words  and  Music  complete,  will  be  sent  by  mail,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  FORTY  Cents  p«r  oopy,  or  any 

FIVE  CopUs*  your  selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR.     |it^*^Remember,  this  does  not  apply  to  any  Songs  not  appearing  on 

above  lisi.^    Address  all  orders  to  either  our  New  York  or  Chicago  House,  whichever  is  nearest  to  you. 


HENRY  J. 

130  &  132  Park  Row, 
NEW  YORK. 


WEHMAN,  Publisher, 

125  W.  Madison  Street, 
CHICAGO. 


